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CHAPTER I 


“«d the other American, were 
rh^'A broad and glittering thoroughfare, 

nW f discussing^ thS 

plans for the evening. Both were a little drunk. They 
had dined well and were in cheerful spirits. 

over pp|™bier, 1939, and war clouds hung 

over Lui ope. But in Rio, European problems seemed 

then as the pros- 

pect of yeatsS of war which lay ahead. 

eh=ISkJ;"“'’““ BU'-" “>'-=‘1 

"“honty on 

me city s night hie. He had lived for years in Rio 

nr!?^ XX ^ The other man’ 

Clyde Moncrieff, was a journalist supposedly on holi- 
lay m Brazil-supposedly, because the true American 
ournalist never does go on holiday. One part of his 
pram is always alert for lively copy or possible scoops 

vlii •k'’iviT?’ I ^"‘‘bty in his companion 

vhiHi Bill dep ored. He considered that it hampered 

■he'niohr/if *' ‘ r -diere being so much about 

nc Inc c>i Rio that is unprintable. 

‘‘ dutter at Caiiipisiu.” Bill 
!£ ‘he Rua Cuttete...And 

promised to 

how me, interpixsed C lyde^ firmly# 

“Oh, Lord, what a persistent devil you are. I tell 

ou it isn t amusing - not after the first time.” 
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“Well, it will be the first time for me.” 

“Some fairly shady characters go there. Might be 
dangerous.” v 

“Sure, I know that. Bill. I get a kick CHlt of 
danger. ♦ 

“Have it your own way. But if that old villain, 
Coutinhos, who runs the show guessed you were a 
newspaperman out for copy he’d have your throat slit 
as easy as thinking about itd’ 

Clyde laughed. “Cut it out. Bill. I’m not looking 
tor copy to-mght. 


All right I believe you. But you've got the 

longest nose for news of any chap I’ve ever met. I’rv 
to forget your job — for the next hour or two, anyhow.” 

They quickened their pace, putting the briuhtlv lit 
rnam thoroughfare behind them. Near the Prait Mm, a 
they paused to buy American newspapers. The head- 
lines in banner type, were all of the war. 

“Everything else is crowded out,” said Clyde, con- 
sidering the make-up with a professional eye. 

You Americans’!! be in it before the end —same 

r* My God. Come 

to think of It, it’s just as well if v^e do have a sho nf 

ope to-night take us away from realities for a time.” 

cpB ™AyTai|TT 

BUI Sy 'o-manted 

dark alley/ He- *>>al>by haosa in a ™rrow 

a slight Ue the dZ^hdrr‘‘‘1‘'°T- 
peered out at them. He loAkf.,^ • ° ® man 

xied andlined was his face ®° witt- 

were surmounted bv mons^^ beads 

ounted by monstrously shaggy brow*. His 
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expression was one of mistrust and suspicion until Bill 
addressed him in low rapid tones. 

As they spoke in Portuguese Clyde could not catch 
even the drift of their remarks, ■ but after a few moments 
the door was opened wider to allow them to enter the 
narrow passage, bare and un carpeted and lighted by an 
oil lamp fixed, in a bracket. The man who had opened 
the door preceded them up a staircase. At the top of 
the stairs he halted and pushed open a door. 

They found themselves in a tiny antechamber which 
had evidently been partitioned off from a larger apart- 
ment. It was dimly lit and the air was heavy. 

A man came forward- — Clyde could barely see his 
outline in the shadowy apartment —there was a whis- 
pered conversation, and then opening a door in the 
partition, he motioned him to follow them. 

They were now in a long, low room devoid of fur^ 
niture with the exception of one or two divans placed 
against the wall and mattresses on which were high 
leather-covered cushions. The air was almost stifling 
and the silence oppressive. Clyde looked about him 
full of eagerness and curiosity. As his eyes became 
accustomed to the dim light he observed here and there 
recumbent forms stretched on the mattress, and the 
squatting figure of a man in the centre of the room, 
roasting opium. 

'‘Having arrived I suppose you^re going to smoke 
a pip® Bill remarked. Clyde nodded eagerly, 
slightly thrilled and excited at the prospect of a new 
experience. Bill moved away and left him standing in 
the middle of the room, feeling awkward as he towered 
over the recumbent forms. 

■' Nobodyappeared to take the slightest notice of him, 
however, and at last' he approached the man who was 
roasting opium and, stretching himself on a mattress, 
made a sign to him. The man nodded and brought the 
apparatus beside Clyde who watched his operations. 
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took a slender dipper, j 
na in the opium, a thick trcacly-lookir 

drew- It swiftlv and then rwisirvl o r,. 


- - . puiiiim uif Mi.ij., 

miMur* . ujtk 

wiflT^ twisted it rou.ul .itui 

onSm %® the ikune a.ui o.ihd I 

thrusMn the howl of the pip,- ,„,J 

clingine to^h°^i“™ roast, d. «„. 

He hanrlp^*!l® fr“«ment of charivd uoeL 

lamp Th^ tlie man held ooi rh,. 

be showefel?^- « ""Vice , o deal u .r 

fully soSfniVnJuor Gradually, a d, h,!„: 

was deliciouf over him, a lassitude rh.n 

though he ?JSp S." «t‘emed tuu.-al, .e 

world. Hririfer borderland tdatu.th.r 
by the face of a man rer^^"^ t..'}'titnd 

bis. The dull glow S th^l 
which Clyde knew , *b® lajnp (^1! on his ieatnn-. 

‘ive face SmpeT y^^h di«- V P'‘b' - *->• 

^«> ofbKedi„ga„d goJd S°'’'avi:''‘'' "1'""','" 

ue was a regular hahtc.m a • / ; rb w wondered it 
doubt make a “good storv”1f ^*uubl tut 

then he drifted info a hazy sleep *’"* ‘’* 

can also iuduJeTorriblTLd^teS"-**^^"’ • but n 

dreamt of murder It visions, ihde 

like a snake from^ tlp^i ‘bat a nnineinvi eed 
ind, bending over the pale-fac^'^^ ^'’* 1 ^***''^*^ 'b** room 

•ouch, mised a knife and stabbed u* ^ b*-' iidjoinin^ 

Th«heln«,t.„ ^ ‘-W=«.up ,|,„,,|, 

A hS'i” “ -of.„ ,n;t:S‘r„;;; 

while X g”t °Ei« yk™»dd 

P».ch...a pa, eh '‘“"I? Mbg 
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And m>w Clyde wa.s aware ui' a low an»ry murmur 
of voices. Three men at the end of the room were 
mlkintJ! excitedly. 1 hey turned and came towards Idni. 
The next nuunent a hand fell heavily on his siunilder. 

“We must get out of this as quickly as we can.’’ 
It was Bill Ridgway speaking. “Don’t Uvse a second.” 
Jerking his friend by the arm, he half pushed halt 
dragged liim to a small door in ilie wall on the ttpnosite 
side from which they had entered. It opt med on to a 
naiiow flight tif steps and a small unlit p.t'.s.tge iit tlu* 
end of which was another tiour which led intt> an alley. 

Mrri Pi”Hetl Bill. 

Ihcy jf soon he tin us.. ..lucky I knew abtiiu that other 

door*'” 


‘*feay, whai'N all ihis about/” bi*gari Clyde, 


*”They think you 
but don't stop to 
already/” 


knifed thsii bloke next to you,., 
ask i|iiestioni, I'hcy're after us 


Clyde glanced back over hts shoulder. Three men— 
one a big brawny nuiscular looking hruie—were hearing 
down on them silemly and with disconcerting swift* 
ness. -Clyde asked no more questions. Without a revoh 
ver he knew that only his legs could carry him out of 
the present difficulty. He turned, iowered his head 
and ran like a liiire* 

I'ie followed ilill through a labyriiiih of alleys* never 
pausing until they were certain they had shaken off their 
pursuers. 

At last Bill paused before a small house and knocked 
lirgently on the door. It was opened by a Portuguese 
woman, fat and slatternly. Bill spoke to her, whereupon 
she nodded and signed lo them to enter. They followed 
her down a passage their footsteps echoing on die un* 
carpeted wooden floor# Sh#l^^ihcm into ai room, bare 
and cheerless, furniitwei only with a small hard iron 
Ocdstcad, u wasmstiind and a wooden chair. Like ilio 
passaige, the floor was uticifptted* 
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/'Youll have to stop here for to-Blght, Clyde/’ 
remarked Bill when the woman had gone out* ^‘You’ll 
be safe, so donY worry. To-morrow 

‘‘Worry — hell/^ broke in Clyde indignantly. “Why 
should I skulk here as if I were a crook 1 We^ll go to the 
police right now... ask for an investigation. . d’ He 
paused as his friend gave a cynical laugh. 

“That shows how little you know of the Brazilian 
police, old chap. Those of them who are incorruptible 
can be exceedingly stupid. You might; of course, be 
lucky and get away with nothing more irksome than the 
excessive greasing of many palms; or you might be in 
the dashed uncomfortable position of iSnding yourself 
arrested for murder/^ 


But why should they pick on me for the murder 
or that gun. ..they wouldn't be able to find the least 
motive. I could clear myself in ten minutes." 

“As I said, you don't know the Brazilian police. 
And you may well ask why they should pick on you. I 
think I can tell you. When we went into that dive, I 
decided I wouldn't smoke. Opium doesn't agree with 
me. ^bo I was able to see what happened. True, I 
wasn t able to distinguish very well the face of the chap 
who did that other bloke in, but I did hear him tell 
Coutinhos that you were the murderer. Said he saw 
you do It . but I didn't wait for explanations. I just 
dragged you away in time." 

Then because 1 happened to be nearest to the 
murdered man. I was marked down for the crime ?" 


“Exactly. Your tough luck, you seed 


American 

ow You must lie 

4 ^ responsible 

"p to help you 

out of It. Bill sat down on the bed and stared 
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the floor, his brows drawn together in eoncentrafed 
thought. 

“ I have it,” he .said at la.st. “Thank your iuckv 

stars that I'm n shipping agent*’'* * ^ 

Clyde failed to look gratefuL “What's the big idea?” 

1 know .1 wuiy' tt> get yR>u out oi Ih'azil witHout any 
luss ot eiH|viiry. It .s r;ttbei' ingi"nu>us»..liickily youVe a 
resourceful .sort oi ebap. and I believe you’ll pull it ofl'.’’ 

Clyde lifted his head. “Co ahead. .spill it.” 

“On Thursday the luxury liner. “Mojuania” is 
due to .sail to England. You’re sailing with her.” 

“Not on your life.. ..I’m going back to New York.” 

“Don’t be deliberately stubborn. Clyde. You don’t 
seem aware of your danger. 1 know the Brazilian police. 

I know how easily this affair might be muddled, and 
how tragic the rc.suk.s could be for you. Forger incon- 
venience and this sudden changitig of your plans. You 
must get out of the country as soon as possible.” 

His manner was so emphatic that Clyde was 
impressed. He decided to make no further protest. 

“What plan have you ?” he enquired briefly. 

book a passage for you on the 

Momania”....under another name, of course Then 

1 shall canceb it on the day of departure.” 

“Cancel it...I don’t get the idea..." 

“Just going on board under an assumed name isn’t 
going to help you any, old son. It w-on’t be so 
easy for you as that. You’ll lie low here until sailing 
day. Half an hour before the “Montania” is due to 
satl, you II walk up the gangway and mingle with the 
crowd. You know what it’s like at that time—the 
public rcioms, decks and alleyways crowded with visi- 
tors and friends of the passengers, all bustle and confu- 
sion. You won’t be noticed. When the order, “All 
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stay on board....sIip 
ran^flii been booked — and 

nnQ*^r 1 ^ ^ there’ll be an eleventh hour 

T book the cabin— though of course there’s 
S3 ? the ship isn’t full— so many 

war~so there’s nothing to 
worry about on that score.” 

In spite of that I don’t quite get the idea.” 

At,rl',7=°t!^’Sa’^^ stowaway, Clyde. 

^oHts uncomfortable. The cabin has 

iSedSn comfort- 

YSSl^WrS « V ® nigbt-no w, don’t interrupt, 

lit von rk?, suitcase packed with sufficient food to 
and so on biscuus, tinned beef, meat extract, 

cabin AH > be available, of course, in the 

• you ve got to do is to keep out of sight.” 

But I’m sure to be discovered...when the stewards 
come m to clean the place...” srcwauis 

b? lb 

to ”1? oSSyS'^g ‘bXT 

?dron Um ”b "g ''“S ^ I 

ril^write dwn for^vmi^ biggest risk lic.s. 

there’s likely to £ a Eh^rt I uan...but 
is to try to bluff it our nr o*ber alternative 

boundm be Sir'fhS" there-.s 

especially if thevVe had anl back here... 

down the small room in 

should Jr.^ ‘^oE’t wSy^ Bil^b^sSf’^ friend’s 

it. You’re taking rSRo ’’ ^ away with 
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Never mmd about me. The whole trouble is that 
bh^hter saying he .sate you do the murder. He disap- 
peared, but the lack of a witness wouldn't bother 
t outinho.s....he d be certain to swear that he also saw 
you kniie that chap/’ 

'Fhero was a tense .silence. Then Bill said wrylv, 
\t>u told me to-ninlit, Clyde, that you fiot a kick 
out of danger. 1 here .s i anuer .ahead, all right. You 

wantcii a kick, and hy (»od» ytn/vt* ^ot it/’ 



CHAPTER II 


]y[R^ BRACKENBURY was 
, fmswas not solely on ae 


^ was in a very l>aJ 

embaSgXlwSjtS I ,"•"■■■'■ " 

always annoyed her. Her plans Ind " 

Jie termed “this foolish and 

than herself compelled her 'to Ntrun«c« 

when the climate would be at its mist 

exasperating. She looked ro,.n,t i was nat»»t 

“Montania'' w4 indiftten^t^o^ 
appointments and her Sze fell ,? l’*'-' *"’'«ry of its 
had just been brought ht. liTOiRc which 

-•Miss Wyndham » she called sharply. 

was Mrs. ^rackenTurv^s^ c^om'^ <^oorway. She 
comprised many roles includin^ir^^” secretary. This 
when occasion demanded it tvf Pt'Monal maki . 

Mrs Brackenburyhad^ f4q’uJ!lfdi?"t” 

confidante. She spoke thrL hn(f" Kencral 

pered and had a sense of humour 

to her in her preset Poston ^47"'' necessary 
needed no special intuition to Atl,» i ,*"nmcnt she 
^as in one of her difficult moodl”'"^ employer 

T^®^nsgageis not all here” s->iri x/ o , 

Jury sharply. “I hone vo.aI ’ u Bracken- 

came on board remember 

Pecnambuco.” ' » t ^ at suit case I lost 

ac 

forget the?i5r«sf he allowed to 

ot Which she was held responsible 
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by , porter into the 
st<i. ^ Xhc ttrnaincJer of tiic luj’eaee will he hrmiffbc 
down later,” she said. “But 1 won’t start iinmrlfn» 
until after the boat-drill.” " unpacking 

The buzzing of tlic drill signal sounded at this 
moment, while a steward running along the alleyway 
was calling out, “All collect on B Deck for boat drill.” 

K.,r J'^”Y crumbled Mrs. Brucken- 

tniiy. toil can go in my place, as u.sual.” 

have to go yourself as well, this 
tmie. ’ hally replied irmly “They’re very strict about 
•!^ ^ your life 

When they arrived all the passengers had gathered 
aft on B Deck and the Chief Officer was addressing 
them. He spoke quietly and impressively. ^ 

“I want you all to undcpiand what to do in the 
event of a warning. Directly you hear the alarm bell 
ringing a.s it did just now, put on your life jackets and 
go immediately to your own lifeboat station. Go in a 

‘■''’‘■'rything don’t panic. 
Ktnumbci that your behaviour will affect those who 

plta^e don’t get unnecessarily 

alarmtiL C)f m fmies of war anything mm 

w1l?be K ?.! ’r / special precaution there 

w be hmu drill every day during the voyage and you 
will be expected to attend. . 

‘T, for one, shall certainly not do that,” Mrs. 
Brackenbury remarked to Sally as they moved away. 

1 here was a thoughtful exprersion on her face. “It’s 
not pleas, int travelling on the sea in these days.. ..let me 
see, \vhere is your cabin, Miss Wyndham? On D deck, 
happen far away if...if....anything should 

“hir away from, what, Mrs. Brackenbury? I know 
the number of mv lifeboat: ’’ 
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‘'I meant far away from me. It would he much 
better if you were at hand in case we were torpedoed. 
1. should re<nuire you. ..you know how hiithlv sirun<^ 
I am. ‘ ^ 

Mrs. Brackenbury believed this, althouRh shi^ was 
about as highly strung as a plough horse. She now 
paused for a moment. “Well go to the purser’s oiricc 
and^see it he can change your cabin.. .give you one near 


A Deck are twice as expensive.’’ 
ally had not illusions about her employer’s genert^sity. 

“The purser may~adjust that matter. This is a 
special case. I am sure he will meet me.” 

The purser did “meet” her. Mrs. Brackenln.ry 
3 passenger-one who travelled much 

o suite.s. The 

passenger li.t, and so, as a gracious gesture the ntirser 

the'^'annr'^-'S ^ue of 

chtrgr staterooms, without further 

toted^Mrs something for nothing, res- 

Si both tL™^ good humour. She bi^^med 
on Doth the purser and her companion. 

“rred^o'^thl° 

-rrea to the other cabin, Miss Wvndham nr •’ 
le said affably. “No. 34...A Deck,!"' ’ ' ’ 

You’ve had a change for the better, Mies. ” 

She nodded, laughing gaily. “Yee Tan’, .bt. . 
lovely cabl„_a l»,h,„om and a ™drobe.” Shu 
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hooks in the place of a wardrobe, and absolutely n« 
poj4K>Ie..-usuany fell to her lot. “Pm in luck 

“Well, I hop<« your luck holds for the whole trin 
Miss,” remarked the steward. wnoK trip, 

“Ho you (hink we shall be.. .ail right?” 

“Here's hoping. But | shan’t be .sorry when weVe 

safely docked n o d Hnci.md i( f-V;.- i ^ ® 

jj./. ‘-ngianu .ii i riu doesn’t stop u.s, 

“ Tl * 1 , r nervtnts” tially decided 

Hiank ym. for bringing h, ,he luggage.” 4e hauled 

rtkkw!t,S,‘h, 'I'l'voynije’well. 

As she rose from her knees with frocks over her 

•urn to pm in that spacious wardrobe comnlet^ -oh 

oy with hangers, a fght sound made hXrLharp. 

stMiUngmilw door of ihe bathroom. His face was 

... iJ-ii r; U.W ’ixf''"* 
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her with the revolver* He was tall, ^ood-lookin^, 
with it scarcely seemed credible— almost a pleasant 
face* But for that stern cold glint in his eyes she could 
have imagined he was masquerading as a desperate 
character* 


‘‘Where have you come from V' she dcnuuulej* 
wondering if that loud persistent thumping could he her 
own heart beats* 

“I was concealed in the bathroom/' 

* *. when the steward came in with me 

just now 


‘I've been here since just befVtre 


He nodded, 
sailed from Rio*" 

spoke, she 

almost imperceptibly towards the door: 

however, and his lips 
remember door,” he commanded. “And 

rh“«;jsteheV.';“ “ 

Then she 


Iocked'teS““'’ “O"™'- 


“Now sit down.' 


<tT, -I ' 

changi 


change‘qiriSe’'"tw“ no riftht to 

thing I hadn’t reckoned ra.’Thahwf/fh 

en you.” Half to T t threat- 

admire your courage.” ‘I must say I 

chin. ^ impudence.” She lifted her 

“f ‘I''” 
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think that better describes my position at the 
moment* 

^Torpjive me* I want to explain* Will you listen 
tome?’ 

She shruni^ed her shoulders* person who is at 
the point of si revolver must listen, I suppose* But if 
you take me for a wealthy passenger with jewels and 
money to hand over, I m afraid you’re in for a big diS'** 
appointment*’^ 

**Money. ..jewels.” For the first time the grim 
tense expression left his fece* You’ve got the wrong 

idea. Look, Lit put the revolver in my pocket. Now, 
won’t you sit down so that we can talk ?” 

Sally dropped rather suddenly into the chair he 
piiljed forward. She did not want him to know how 

shaky she felt at the knees* He drew up another chair 
facing her* 

“Fact is, I’m a stowaway. It’s very essential that 
I should iravel from Rio to England without my name 
being on the passenger list.” 

Sally lifted' her head sharply. A new idea had pre- 
sented itself. “I understand ..You are a a spy.” 

He laughed outright. “Nothing so... romantic or 
important. I’m just an American citizen. ..a journalist... 
no, don t get me wrong. I'm not doing this sort of 
thing as a newspaper stunt. My name is Clyde Mon- 
crieff.. I’ve been staying in Rio on holiday. There, 
through no ^ fault of my own, I ran into a spot of 
trouble.., Simply, unreservedly, he related the happen- 
ings of the night in the opium den, and his friend’s 
plan to get him out of the country. 

“He thought of everything— prepared me for every 
emergency— except this — a passenger changing a cabin 
during the voyage. But even in that, luck is on ray side, 

I might have had a foolish hysterical woman for my 
travelling companion— instead of a calm, level-headed 
one like you.” 
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She snatched at a phrase. ^‘Travelling coinpaninnf 

‘‘I'm afraid we must share this cabin tfi^ 
voyage." His voice was quiet but nmincuislv firnn 

Sally forgot her alarm in anger. “It^nrre falkmi 
like a tool. I warn you now that I shall inform itn 
captain— I won’t be a party to this. It's outrageous lb 
you should expect me to shelter you." 

Clyde saw that the girl was determincih 


Don t you believe my story 




For a moment she hesitated. ‘‘Ye.s, 1 di. in iieveii 
though It all sounded so melodramatic. I cuuld s.h vtiu 
weren’t mventing it. Believe me. I am de. pi. 
you. But you might not get other h. line 

you so easily when you are discovered." 


Twri Kirs *T 'r- 

panic, he had h. hii 
revolver, instinctivelv h. I her wiih (hr 

line to take. He beran fr. " T '"‘1^^'* 
She shook her head.^ ^ desperately urgmilv. 

don mine^wouU arpaOiriK poii- 

moment how we could COTv itoff t p‘‘*« '«•<■«« 
>b...My name, would corner ^ ^hwilc! Icnr iii| 

m which you were mbied up '“n m'„ “l 

tb,. I.’.sh.er„,d„e...osJsi\^'" 

tn4‘'ouTh'e‘’dlr&t^ n>y« »». . .hu-p 

Sally. Supposing it was herernnlm ^“”|f-^''‘"tj‘'»'ded upon 
was not likely to accent l^rackenlHiry 

came .0 he locked i„ 
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He stepped up to her and caught her by the arm* 
*Tor God^s sake don’t give me away* I rely on you*” 
His whispered tones were tense with anxiety* She did 
not reply* 

The knocking was repeated* * * * ♦sharper this time* 
Clyde pleaded no further* Seeking cover, he rushed to 
the bathroom* 

Sally had turned very pale. She struggled to 
steady the trembling of her hands, to appear outwardly 
calm* Then she went up to the cabin door and 
flung it open. 



CHAPTER III 


^^LYDE felt that his last chanci* had Rone. 'Fhf uirl 

',cl k ^“dced, ivhat riwhf had 

he to ask her to protect him. And if he were taken he fore 

sent back to Rio to face a charge of murder. His tluniehn 
were interrupted by the sound of voices in the cihim 

usual!, took fa «»“'■ 

Madm“» •“fore brcakhii, 

Sally nodded. “Yes, please.” 

.be ® 

down the long elaborate^ * drifted 

rations had yet%oSe Tntofo^^^^ on°the^"S" 

ime shall I prepare your liftlT?” **®*”®* 

rooin.^.!tTaSc\‘°alfthe“S^^ I have my own bath- 
“No other orders, Madam ?» 

“None, thanks.” 
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The stewardess paused for some moments to chat 
about the forthcoming voyage, and, inevitably the war. 
After she had gone out, Sally locked the door. „ 

“You can come out now,” she said, slightly 
raising her voice. 


Clyde stumbled out of the bathroom, his relief 
mingled with apprehension. What would be the girl’s 
ne.« move ? Had she, while talking to the stewar^^ss, 
given her some secret sign that she needed help ? She 
might even have scribbled a message on the menu card 
she had been studying so carefully. Unable to bear 
the suspense, he blurted out. 

“You intend to give me up?” 

shrugged her shoulders- “Do you really think 
myL'lf?^ b’oing to cat a breakfast like that all by 

He seemed overcome. She scarcely listened to the 
words ol thanks which he stammered out. What had 
induced her to take on the appalling risk of sheltering 
him I Was It because of those words of his, “I relv 
upon you. I eople did not usually rely upon her in 

'"j r' P[ hunted look in his eyes call- 

ed forth her protective instinct? She felt angry with 
herseli that she became involved in this affair; she was 
deeply worried and apprehensive. Yet she knew that 

abandon him in his present desperate position. 

she JakirqUedy.^^”*^ plans— and the part I roust play,” 

xiu ^^*’^** P***'*' keep guard and be on the look-out. 
When you arc not here I shall conceal myself in the 
wardrobe or bathroom. If there’s a vacant cabin on 
the other side of the alleyway, I could sleep there, but I 
dare not try that until we have been some days at sea. 

It you would tell your stewardess that you reaulre an 
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She smiled for the first time since their encounter. 
It ht up her face and set her eyes twinkling. “You seem 
to fcave thought of everything/^ 

“Not everything. I hadn’t anticipated this un- 
occupied cabin being taken after we sailed.” 

“It was Brackenbury^s idea 

“Mrs. Brackenbury V 

“You don’t think that now ?” 

b= l«t fcr'U^'vou t “‘She 

carry out this stowawaridJa wi>b 
must go to Mrs. Brackenbmv Sh^’, ^ 

sailing days, and she will be aMove^T/r on 

much longer. You muse ^ ^ uway 

wardrobe until I come back.’’ yourself in the 

“Shall you be long?” 

“Some hours. I’m afrairl nr., 
dining saloon the first ?»■« • ^ never go down to 
Brackenbury’s stateroom Mrs. 

her all the tLe undl shh ^hh 

Brackenbury!^^ Later on^h/®,Si‘'^r®^I. ^i^^ked Mrs. 
mstmct had not failed him' that his 

t of the room he said “Gan vr> / j ^ turned to go 
a cabin on the other side S tS^°^ “ 

It so, I shall take possessior. ^^e alleyway unoccupied ? 

embarrassing presencl’’ "’ you of 

^epurser.'BSffyori^tQ^J* I to ask 

ed you are taking a greater rjfc” ^ ®“8^^hand. 
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She looked thoughtful as she went out, aware that 
she was glancing up and down the alleyway with marked 
furtiveness as she closed the cabin door behind her* 

Mrs* Brackcnbury found her companion abstracted 
that evening and had occasion to speak to her sharply 
aOout It* 

I do hope you’re not {joing to get jumpy on this 
voyage and worry about torpedoes all the time,” she 
said. You re not yourself, I can see. vSomething’s 
wrong with you.” 

Sally coloured. She protested vehemently that she 
was not likely to be nervous during the trip. 

(“At all events not on account of torpedoes,” she 
thought.) It seemed to her that the evening would 
never come to an end. But at last everything necessary 
for the voyage had been unpacked, they had dined and 
played bezi^uc, and Mrs. Brackenbury announced her 
intention of going to bed. Sally hurried away to the 
smoking room where sandwiches were being put out 
for those passengers who wanted bed-time snacks. 
Piling some sandwiches on a plate, she took them to 
her cabin. The stowaway must be feeling hungry. 

But Clyde, though grateful for this kindly thought, 
was not inclined for food. For two nights he had 
scarcely slept and now that the immediate danger that 
threatened him was removed, he was aware of a vast 
overwhelming fatigue- Sally noted this and said. “You 
must get some rest. I’ll have my bath now then you 
can turn in for the night.” 

“ You’re very kind,” he said. “Fate has played 
you a cruel trick to thrusr me on you like this. But is 
there a chance of my getting an empty cabin elsewhere?” 

“There isn’t an empty one, it seems on this alley- 
way- And of course, it wouldn't be safe for you to go 
to any other part of the ship now. You would certainly 
be seen by the stewards on night duty. You’ll have to 
stay here now. But try not to worry too much 
about it.” 
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worrying you very nuich. If 
Mrs. orackenbury were to find ' 

in„ "P, sharply once or twice fftis even- 

u ^ myself thinking of you shut un al 

hose hours in the wardrobe, and wondering if 1 rnieht 
not come back to find you had suffocatai." '' 

k '^’^s it- I thought you opened the w ml 

robe door warily when you came in were vt ox 
mg my inert body to fall forward r ' ^ 

They laughed. The tension had stianned For 

•etaC 

moment looking dowi at him^‘’ ‘'‘3ilf'''^’‘' “ 

hair tumbled, and itTav^W™; Pi«h% his 

saL^'tern min wTh Pfth^ic 'couiY 

ed her with a revolver onf^fc^Walg;^^^ threaten- 

sprang to his^fej hfalarm.^^* involuntarily, 

“ I let myself go to slp<-ri r t 

morning, I got to worry until 

mm the stewardess, and Ae PiHow for you 

veiling rug 'too Yrx ' ?Oti can mte** 
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“Hard ! It’s sheer luxury. Why, I could sleep 
soundly on a plank tonight.” 

Sally wished she could have slept so profoundly. 
All that night she lay wide-eyed and sleepless in her 

berth. Now that she faced the situation squarely, she 
saw how slender were his chances of making the voyage 

%vithout being discovered. 

^ craxy to say I’d shelter him,” she thought, 

li Mrs. Brackenbury got to know of it, what horrid 
implications she would voice. “If she knew now,” 
ran on Sally’s thoughts “I can guess what she’d say... 

after all it’s a difficult thing to explain away To think 

there’s a man sleeping in my bathroom and I don’t 
even know his name !” 



CHAPTER IV 


T^ETECTIVE-INSPECTOR Matthew Purcell ol thf 
Criminal Investigation Department of New Scuti in. 
Yard was leaning against the deck-rail as the “ Moniani " 
registering thanks that lie was leavinti 
Brazil. The fantastic beauty of Rio 1 larbour witli t 

rocks “Paode Assucar’' and "Sac Joao" risi,!;’' 
out of the sea— left him unmoved. He had no el », It 
ous recollections of Rio, having beem .sent therl^ in tn 
unsavoury case dealing with white tralHc activities iS 
was chagrined that his quarry had escaped him ' 

SS?htm^t; td®hef '-^ratd 

the ^Sishnian Tn *die murder of 

had apent hiX. few daTS^'r?*'?* '*.■ 

it. It had several „„„s4l Sjo”' The'Tn' '“"a "5 
not been the result of a brawl Z ^ j ^ ” K‘P'nK had 

was obviously p-remeditated. The deadTman^Y'^''* ’ 

Howarth Ripley, had an „n^t known as 

himself by gamblin^'^a^^T*^'” i If*'" 

With ch.,„tog ri 

wealthy English and AmeriZt ■ ? cultivate 

"^ohis advantage. He always anne!^”? Rhi- greatly 
>f money which he spent freelv have plenty 


p AiTceiy. • 

Ae opium dem ^He^declaJeTtfcl^ *‘®" 

h®^ °ffevengeand deliberate TK 

followed into the ^ 
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under the influence of the drug, and, in the confusion 

that followed, the murderer had escaped* 


It was already established that he was either English 
or American. The detective got the impression that 
Coutmhos knew more than he would confess* He did 
not consider that interview*^whichhad taken place with 
the aid of a police interpreter — yielded any satisfactory 
results, and at once went ofi on his own line of investi- 
gation* Me held at least one piece of satisfectory evidence 
-- tlio knife with which the dead man had been stabbed* 
It was a hir^v two-bladed clasp knife, and had been 
manufactured in Marseilles* 


1 he detect i VC H thoughts, as he leaned against the 
deck rail, glowering at the retreating vision of the har- 
bour and the line ol the Serra do Mar mountains, were 
mterrupted by mucli bustle on deck. 


*‘Boat drill, sir,’* said a steward as he ran past him* 

I urcell went to his cabin, got his life jacket and 
joined the passengers who had collected round the first 
oflR'er on R* dtR‘k. He considered them closely. He 
Was always particularly interested in his fellow creatures* 
At the moment this interest was whetted by the reflec- 
w *^!***^ wanted might actually be on board, 
rhe Montania” was the first ship to sail for England 
following the murder. It was, perhaps what his Chief 
at the Yard would term a ’’fantastic theory*^ but it had 
set him studying the passenger list, and now he began 
t(> place rhe passengers* Close to him stood a tall, 
handsome arrogant %¥oman who apparently resented 
attending the boat drill. She was complaining loudly 
to the girl who stood beside her. Pretty girl, thought 
I urcell appraisingly, with character and intelligence- 
homt‘ son of secretary or companion, no doubt, to the 
masterful woman. He decided that he would try to 
make the acquaintance of the girl. On board ship one 
Cinild quickly make friends with strangers. 

That evening he looked for her in the dining saloon, 
bill m vsilm He caught a glimpse of her later when she 
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humed past him on deck, but the opportunity for 
maiang her acquaintance did not come until next 

her dragging one of the heavy 
deck chairs to a sheltered spot on the sundeck. 

I help you ?” he asked taking the cumhcrsome 
r from her hands* Where do you want it 

but sheltered from the breeze 

out gets all the sun. ..thank you so much/^ 

You won t find the sun too much for you I** 

Oh, I’m not choosing this site for myself...” 

ravelling...! saw you with her yesterday at boat drill.” 

h.rchactSfw“KglS“'’"” “ »' 

dgar^'S'e.’"’" ?" he asked, ofFcri^K his 

“N-not just now, thanks,” 

“YoSZv ^ he said bluntly, 

itoudidnt come down to dinner last evening.” ^ 

She raised her brows. “How could you know that?” 

idn t see you in the dining saloon.” 

ing if ?hl stonglr meri?edT^"*^u 

onlysmileat hfs strn^! „ ^ '-'ouH 

expression. ® ®°°‘^'*’®tDpered face and friendly 

‘‘Why on earth^ should youlook for me ?” 

ne can feel isolatedd^ know you. Travelling alone 

involuntarily/ thirling of Mm ^ remarked 

be rather fun.” ® ^ Bfackenbury, “It might 
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‘‘Perhaps you’re right. It may, after all, be rather 

fun for me on this voyage/" 

“I hope so,” she agreed. ‘‘I’m sure it won’t be 
long before you hnd someone to share your... isolation. 
You seem to have the knack of making friends quickly.” 

He laughed. ‘‘I believe that’s intended for a snub. 
Forgive me lor not being more... formal. And now 
there’s nothing 1 can do about it, is there ?” 

‘‘I don’t like formality,” she said. ‘‘It’s very nice 
of you to want to know me....hut I’m afraid you won’t 
see much of me during the voyage. My employer 
takes a lot of my time.” 

‘‘Do you never dine in the saloon ?” 

“Oh yes, as a rule— but seldom on sailing day......” 

“When I saw you last evening taking that place of 
sandwiches from the smoking room, I was afraid it 
was the only meal you were having ' 

He paused. The smile had faded from Sally’s face, 
he saw that she had flushed. 

“I didn’t know 1 was being watched,” she said 
sharply. 1 lien observing his surprised glance, she added. 
'Excuse me, 1 must find Mrs. Brackenbury.” 

He stared after her as she hurried along the deck, 
drawing his brows together in a puzzled frown. “Now 
what could I have said to rattle her like that ?” he ' 
Kflected. “Perhaps she thinks I’m getting a little fresh.” 
He would have been surprised could he have known 
that his words had con|iderahly alarmed Sally. Already 
she had been observed taking food to her stowaway ! 
That morning he had shared her breakfast. As sol L 
:he stewardess had set down the loaded tray in her 
:abin, she had knocked on the bathroom door. Clyde 
mierged, fully dressed, shaved, and showing no out- 
ward signs t>f having spent the night sleeping in the 
3alh. 
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Sally pointed to the tray. “Don’t think I’ve fo,. 
a, ven you for placing me in the most dreadful position 

iJir' ’'r™; “<'*■ ‘'®"' 1’™ prorniid” 

hield you I can t see you going without proper food.” 

you that I’ve brought 
tinned stuff with me. . . . biscuits. ...” 

they rations in case 

y come an absolute necessity. In the meantiin(> 

how m.», I„„p, of Jo you ’take in you"S"- 

b„aS“i”T„Sko“.”' 

seldom :a',“h,£”L“S‘'' ”« Actually I 

eggs and b\\t^“You^rsrb^tnSy"^^^^^ 

meah ‘*rat she enjoyed the 

repast, positively coaxiiw 1^'"* ^ ^'‘‘-'arty 

- the previous evefoL temn,!^^’^ of 

ful light of day seemed 

talked about themselves- b^P-Tu?" ^^ag'gerated. They 

Brazil that had led ud tn snV-W^ holiday in 

kis friend, Bill RidJLo? ^L^®^j‘^,‘^°nsequcnces. Of 

own travels and somethiiVa If i. told him of her 
employment. Looking at ‘1 ® present 

a start that it wa° 3 r l^'ofolocl: 'vith 

jtig for me. She hates^un^^* Brackenbury will be wait- 

^^erfeet. ‘‘Quicl'VV:ruS?agS^^^ 

?lf“tnore. N^V.^s'^STeft PurcelP”,! 

he deck, she wondered if b^ b ^^.4 kurried down 

iinusual in the sight of bpr i- ®ospected anything 

sandwiches to>er SL1he^^^ " pl/te o! 

sftow her embar?2ImT. ’P^tdish 

observed It. What a strain must have 
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“If I take it morecaliMly 1 sliall he in a state 

ci( collapse hy tlie end the voyage,*' she ihoiightt 
lk‘fort^ going to seek Mrs. Brackeniniry, she turned her 
sivps towards her own stateroom. When she entered 
her heart ht^^an to I-hsiI more tfuickly. The hedroom 
^a.e\vard was waarkiiig there, 

“(lood nitu'ningd* she faltereci “Yoidre early?** 

“Yes, Mailain. We have lobe ready for inspection, 
Vivu kfunvd' 

Inspeclitnd She li;ul forgotten course the 

oflici'fs iuilv made a cursory inspection of the cabins, 
, , .but it was an adtUa! danger. 

Site felt slie dare not go away ainl leave tlie vSteward. 
vShe CiHild n<i! keep hi-r glance away from the wardrobe. 
Supposing her sunvaway coughed ! Supposing,... 

“Do you want to ii^e the bedroom, Madam?'* asked 
the steward politely. could come back later,...** 

“No, no.. .please go on with your work/* she said 
hurriedly, “L.L.just %vanted to get something out of 
the drawer/* 

She pretended to rummage in a drawer. Then, as 
if unable to find what she sought, she opened her cabin 
trunk, and turned over its contents, 

“Have you lost something f* enquired the steward. 

“N^nothing of any consequence* One can never 
find anything on ii voyage,. .nothing in its right place/* 
Would the man never have finlihed. She would have 
to go now. He might suspect if she remained. Suspect 
what? It wits iimply abiurd, to get such fancies, she 
t4)ld herself, m she went out. In the alleyway she lingered, 
wondering if Clyde in the wardrobe, felt in such a 
panic as she did. 

Ac kst, to her Immense relief the steward emerged 
from the iutteroqm. Once inspection was over all 
would be fairly safe for the rest of the day. Remember^ 
ing duly the went to Mrs# Brtcltenburf*s atatero^# 
It wat * ' 
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Returning to the sun deck she found her employer 
settled with rugs, cushions and hooks in her deck chair. 
She was chatting affably to a man seated beside her! 
Sally knew it was Purcell even before he turned his 
head at her approach. He rose to his feet, a twinkle in 
his eye. So he meant to consolidate his jH>sifion by lx>, 
coming friendly with Mrs. Brackenbury. She hardly 
knew whether to be angry or atnusn,!. 

After all, the only thing she had agaittst iiim was 
that he was rather too observant a trait that waste 
cause her considerable trouble before the vova-e wis 
ended. 



CHAPTER V 


■pi Hi Montan. a Had tnacU- ten days of her voyage 
least ^dv Jr? Tilbury without incident— at 

point oi view. Put to certain passengers on board 
u w :w iraught with excitement and drama. 

... and nights had seemed an 

ixerd ? discovery, the lack of 

,it i . ’ 1 . quarters began to prey on him. He 

did not object to risk or danger if a coup were to be 
turned out quickly : it wa.s this prolonged anxiety that 
played such havoc with his nerves. Sally hecanie the 
rea figure that kpt him sane in his isolatioJ 

D JiumMn had it not been for her conv 

panumship, his mind might almost have given way 
under the strain of his position. 

vSally offered him hooks to read, but he dared not 

S K for ov..r MuSd 

ante ior one moment from the danger of discovery. 

«v Hally, though accustomed now to the 

situation, and less abstracted when on duty, her thoughts 

mid ht ^he stowaway. Clyde’s position 

m er ?" to all that was 

maternal and protective in her nature. The feedina- of 

in-idetmif!*^ 'wholly 

d .1?? t k, ® planning to smuggle little 

w r i? i * ®?“edme8 it purged the deck Me- 
** **" 1 ® deck—to observe 

Jhf.v *®hle before her, and 

* slender, she had a 

sJ rti ?! ^W^^f- ’pnee, as a child* Sally had secretly 
sheltered and tended In an outhouse a little stray kitten 

3S 
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that she had been forbidden to bring indotn’s, mul 
must be admitted that in some dim way Cdyah* iviniiuitd 
her of that kitten since he looked to her protect hinu 

Had it not been for the gnawing scnso o! n^sponsi. 
bility regarding Clyde, Sally would Inive the 

voyage. She had made friends with Maidtcw Purcdl 
and liked his company, Mrs. Bracken bur v hail few 
‘‘difficult’’ moods; never had she seemed aitiiable 
and gracious. 

She, too, had made agreeable frieiulships on IxHird. 
Mrs. Brackenbury was not an estpansive person in this 
respect, but she was a pronounced snob, bhe adored 
titles and often secretly deplored that her lain hushaiui 
who had left her the vast fortune he made ins tUv k%ulu*r 
trade, had not also acquired a title. She was at om 
time on the verge of marrying a pennikm Italian count 
whom she met in Florida, but her shrewd CiunnuinHense 
came to her aid and rescued her in time* Her passion 
for titles probably accounted for her knowdrilge concern- 
ing the famous and historic houses in HiiglaniL She 
took an avid interest in the subject which i^hc could 
discuss with authority. 

^ It was this knowledge that led to her fVlcndsInp 
with Oveen Jesseh A tall, thin scholarly somewhat 
shy in his manner, he did not mingle wdrh the other 
passengers, and it is doubtful whether hr w'ould 
ever have become acquainted with Mrs* Rnickenbury 
had ms deck chair not been placed ne^ct to hm im the 
promenade deck. They chatted casually. DkciiHsiitg 
the war, he expressed his fear lest “the Priory** mkht 
be bombed, 

■■ The Priory? Is that your home?“ she caqiiired. 
“Yes. Greystukes Prioryd* 

. ■ She s.^ up in her chair* (freyiitukes 

Friory m Hampshire— 

“So you know it?“ 
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“I know all about it. 1 should say it’s one of the 
oldest houses in the country..,that it has been in the 

possession of the Jessel family since 1620,.,” 

“But how amarino; vi>u should know all this ” His 
casual manner had vani.shed, his eyes were kindline 
^ \es, one of my ancestors acquired the place when a 

.baronetcy wan conferred on him by James I,*'** 

Conf^iud. I have mid that in those days a 
baronetcy could be houKhtd* Involuntarily she si4ed 

as it rcKrettmR the times when titles could be acquired 
so easily. It cost something over a fhou.sand pounds. 

.1 think the monarch w^as very hard 

lie laughed- At all events that wasn’t a high price 
to demand- But ycni^re wrong in one respect:- • . • - no 

hts?oryT' family 

“Then you are the present baronet?" 

i a yountier son. My nephew is the 

holder of the title* He s on boardd^ 

‘Indeed r UTB. Brackenbury’s interest became 
more marked. “Have I met him. I wonder?” she enquired 
in the tones of one who might have entertained an angel 

voyagT"** * ‘during a 

“Yes, but he hasn’t made any friends on board, I 
believe. Most of the time he is with his tutor.” 

''Oh, I have seen him. . .a boy about 17 his tutor 

IS a Frenchman ?” 

“Exactly. Monsieur Raoul Escande. Unfortuna- 
tely my nephew has always been delicate. He has had 
to be educated at home. This trip we have taken to 
Brazil, .it was largely on account of his health, I thought 
the voyage would benefit him.” * 

“Is there anything seriously wrong with him?” 

rNo~»o«Wng omanic. He’s just growing too 
quickly and 1 d like to see him put on mote weight. 
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I’m his guardian, you see. His father was killed in a 
riding accident when the boy was five years old Hk 
mother died when he was horn.” ® 

j made sympathetic murmurs. 

Very sad. To be orphaned so young. And he has 

Sd pkcf =» \vonderfuI 

It is indeed. Not that Rcggie— my nephew, you 
know, has much opinion of it. But I love every inch 
of the ground, evory^stone of the build ing. It i.s so dear 
to me that-”he broke off. “But I’m afraid I’m horiiw 
you with my enthusiasm.” ^ 

11 subject, .please 

tell me all about it.” -pieaae 

fait convincing that he began to 

® bis eagerness, 

the kindling of his eyes, the unconcealed pride in hi 
voice, she realised that Greystukes Priory was his 

s.fe„Tu„a,a“'”* “ a'«:rlplio«, ,l» 

‘T would love to see the place,” 
ok ^ he replied heartilv “I 

theeWmr ofanH '^f To visit^in 

inecnaracter ot apnvate guest—one of the smudv 

o. bo»d, bu. de^.ded” he, whS.^'Zrj'JS’’’*'’’ 

Mrs. Brack^bray’s^eye! caught 
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r>^ " ^ Vi’ ^ walk round with you, 

Mr. Purcell, she said. The fact is, Mrs. Brackenbury 
doesn c like me to know people.” 


He was naturally enough indignant at such an 
injustice.^ I say, why do you put up with that sort of 
thing? It s outrageous. You ought to assert yourself. 


“Never mind about me,” she interrupted gently, 
leailing him away from the subject. “Tell me how you 
enjoyed your stay in Rio. You went there for a holiday, 
1 suppose?” 

“No. I went there on business.” 

Purcell's iace grew somewhat grim when he reflect- 
ed on the nature of the “business” that had taken him 
to Brazil. 

“Indeed?” She waited for him to tell her the rest, 
for it is on hoard ship that human beings become most 
expansive about their private lives even their family 
secrets, without the least provocation. It may be the 
result of the sea air. Purcell was usually secretive-— the 
very nature of his calling made him so. But now he 
longed to tell Sally something of his work, knowing that 
this would capture her interest. He had observed that 
most people seemed to think — quite wrongly as it 
happened— that the life of a detective was fraught with 
thrilling adventure and tinged with romance. Even if 
this idea was far from reality, he wanted to look 
romantic in her eyes. So with just the right air of 
mystery, he challenged. 

“Can you guess what sort of work I do V* 

She considered him thoughtfully. “Perhaps you’ve 
got a coffee plantation at Campinas 

“Or a diamond mine at Matto Grosso I” He burst 
out laughing. “Guess again.'* 

She shook her head. “I give it up. But Pm sure 
ft Is something enthralling. You always have such a 
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iiic iind 


ria a 


keen interested look—as though ytm likrii 
people/* 

T A ^ liking 

detecdve.”^® ®‘'‘" 

‘‘A detective !’* 

.he a 

He handed her his card u.s he sntjke. S iliv v.. 
Suhv ‘a '"‘■T ^“'Kun to t'hroi, 

in her Sn nf 1?* ^ “he was shdicrim. 

flight from Rio! the serioli?'con^‘'‘''"”''‘"‘f ^ ‘’' 
discovered. “L..I.. never thoui.hr**'' *’*"*'''''*’'*''* * A*’ " w 

<ie.ec.ive”,h.e,'d"ra'o?°vS!. 

4a.£EdS;“‘‘,h“St'e t.a;"™''' 

heco«“!™"”'° "■>' i.’l' «•> 

went on, “I’l^redfv 1*®^ confusion, slic 

»r.ofphobSS„”'*'15,f‘“<‘»f you notv. iV.. 

»ed to frighten „.e wi.i S« iflSllkml'"’: "V.'" 

say you’re frightened of pJ«4Se don’t 

‘lt’s vMVSSllteg°!o ^^^^ recovered her balance, 
in saying that you look ^ 

''^checked up on all the ml " * suppose 

them hke a book/* Passengers and can read 

He laughed 

reading's easy as in t£ “case of ** '>« 

cateda tall, red-haired 10 ^ 0 ^.^°“'*** “1*® 

'^oy of about fii-eiiteea who 
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walked past, accompanied by an older man, obviously 
a Frenchman. ‘‘That’s Sir Reginald Jessel with his 
tutor. What I’d call a decadent youth. 1 don’t envy his 
guardian the job of looking after him. These very old 
families often produce a specimen like that.. .the last of 
the line, usually.” 

Sally looked after them. “How did you find out 
these facts..,I never know anything about the other 
passengers.” 

“No sleuthing necessary, in this case. I met them 
both in the^smoking room and we’ve chatted together.” 

There was a pause. Sally put her next question 
with diffidence. ‘"Mr. Purcell... you spoke just now of 
your going to Rio on special business. Were you sent 
by Scotland Yard ?” 

“Yes.” 

“Was it... a...a... special case? I suppose I ought 
not to ask you, but I’m awfully curious.” 

“It’s nice of you to be interested. But it isn’t a 
thing I can discuss with you. Not that particular case. 
There was another, however, that came my way just 
before I left. I made a lot of investigations. I can tell 
you about that. An Englishman was stabbed in an 
opium den — the murderer got away....” he paused and 
stared at her. “Forgive me, I ought not to have talked 
about murder. I can see you are too sensitive. You 
look upset.” 

“I’m not so sensitive that I close my ears to horrors. 
Indeed, I wish youM tell me — ^about your investigations, 

I mean. Do you think you’re likely to find the man 
who did it ?” 

“I’ve got a theory. .... 

“Please tell me about it.” She w^as leaning forward 
eagerly. 

“I can’t do that — not even to you. But I am 
remaining in touch with the Brazilian police.” 
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thrilling a 

“Not unless I can get my man." 

His words sent a cold chill through her. Shn„ 

horiitm. listening 5 
the rhythmic throbbing of the engines. It seemed.® 
weave itself into a phru.se...*'Not-unIesH.t.c.in.gtr.m ° 

afwi^ 

paus^dbeforSedr* 

less room wanted in the wire- 

less room, SIT. Message for you irom Riu." 

“Th2¥be n j?im.self to Sally, and strode away 

thought P«Hce." she 

terriWy afraid.? happen. I fed idraid... 



CHAPTER VI 


WHEN Mrs. Brackcnbury cared to make the effort, she 
could be excessively charming. Owen Jessel found 

her so afnu*>k% her manner towards him so flattering, 
th«it a firm friendship was soon established between 
them — the sort of friendship tlmt blossoms so rapidly on 
board ship, and is so often destined tif hide the moment 
the parties concerned disembark. 

“ Mrs. Brackenhury is a very intelligent woman,” 
Owen remarked to his nephew. ” By the way, she has 
invited us to sir at her table in the dining saloon, and... 

but what s wrong now T’ 

“ I say, don’t tell me we’ve got to take our meals 
for the rest of the voyage in company with that old horse 
With the pearl collar and the massive chest.” 

Owen frowned and regarded his nephew with some 
distaste. You have a curious way of describing 
people you don’t Bkc, Reggie. Mrs. Brackenbury is 
most interesting. She has travelled half over the world, 
and is very well informed.” 

” Worse and worse. Hope she doesn’t get too 
informative at meal times.” A new idea occurred to 
him. I say, Uncle, you’re not going giddy in your old 
age, are you ? Have you actually fallen for this old 
girl... newer thought you meant to present me with an 
aunt at this stage.” 

Owen watched him light a cigarette from the butt 
end of the one he has just been smoking and com- 
mented. ' ' 

” You ought not to smoke so much, Reginald...it’s 
bad for your health. If you don’t take care of yourself 

43 . 
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you might not arrive at mv v,.,r i- i 
pleased to cal! “ old t' "'hu-h vou .1- 

not going giddy, as Wm^xrrJs'T ' v' ' i'' ’"J' 

lomaoilc faolin-s f,,, Mr, Hr.,, t..,*,!;; '"rv" 'i' 

strss '“S 

ed." «plW ,S" “"I’ 

free and rasymL«TO“toMJ“|l J'"' ‘'dk iii ,lu 

show some respect*** ' ' * ^^***H:{cci'ibuty, Doirvio 

the pretty g W w£ trawirwith ^ Kf U 

she secretary, commninn * * ^^f**<^hen}niry ? li 

also show respect for her?’* •"flat ion ? Kiust 1 

m his own speecfo"courteouV?n^h^^^ almost meticulota 
cheeky assurance constanrL^ ^ ^ ^ W'timer, the huy'i 
think Reginald’s father had onr^'3*^*' I *^”1 And tu 

his son would go into the nTf *!»«' !'«? h«P<fd 

turned out, anyoTless su Service, as it Ld 

^ot be imagined* a career cowld 

mrfe^n'^‘‘^i“P deck " Sl /^oughc as he 

name of Jessel... a throw-back * disgrace to the 

, , “ 'W^hy, Mr. Jessel ^^Ing, heredity," 

called out Mra Bmrt’** you’ve had 
the serious expression archly. "Why 

himself beiide ^r!*^*^*^*^*^’^**'^ that’s all." He seated 

house L^HuSelj^Cn H of going to my 

are threatened, I don’t thinfc^thatXn’*****^ 
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** I sokl it after my hnt^band*^ death..*! travel so 
much, you know. Bin I must see about reiuinn a house 
in a sale area*^’ 

** One harillv knows what minht he ^called a safe 
area in Eiiiislanii* Tni afraid weVe in for a had finie. 
But if you would can* t4> come arui stay at (ifcystukes 
Priory until yi>tt have made your plans, I shall he delight^ 
edd^ 

Mrs* Brackenhury's eyes glittered, htu she made a 
show of protest. ** I fee! it woisld he imposing too 
much on your kiiidnesH.*J may he smne time Kft^re I 
find the sort cd' place I want- — - ■** 

** Exactly. And you worPt want to spend that time 
in the danger spot of Londoiu Fh‘«we come, with 
Miss Wyndhain and stay juit as long as you like. I 
admit I make the invitation with some selfish motives.** 
it will be such it joy ti^ show Orcystukes Priory to one 
w1h> will appreciate kd* 

Mrs* Brackcnbury murniiured Joyful thanks. Never** 
theless, she considered him with a new speculative 
light In her eye. The iame idea that had crossed 
Reginald’s mind now presented itself co her. Was nia 
attitude to her influenced by something warmer than 
feelings of friendship ? If so, it affinity*..*** or was 
he Just hard up, and hoping to marry m«'»ney ? 

** In spite of this mercenary doubt, she dressed for 
dinner that evening with unusual care* 

I ihall wear my emeralds to**nlghtd’ she said, 
handing Sally her keys. 

Sally riilied her brows* Mrs. Brackenbury only 
wore the fsimoui emeralds on special occasions. 
hamled those to the pursiw, to be nut in the iare— don t 
you nmiember ? we only have here the Jewellery you 
want to wear cm the wytge/* 

“WfU, iak« the recelpl fo the purser md fetch the 
emeralds. They go to well with Ktf sUver tissue.. .... 
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Again Sally registered surprise. The silver tissue 
was a costly and beautiful creation, and not actually 
suitable to wear on board ship. ^ 

^ ^ “ Mr. Jessel, with his nephew and the tutor wil! be 
sitting at our table in the dminj4 saloon, in futuiv” 

■ went on Mrs. Brackenbury. “By the wav, I have soniy 
news for you. We arc going to stay at (irevstukcs 
Priory when we get to England.. .Aren’t we lucky ta 
nave a place to go to at once; to escape the raids ?” 

Sally v/as silent. The idea of gtiing to 1 lanipsliire 
did not appeal to her. It was her inieiuion to i-ei seiu • 
war work when she returned home. 11' thev wi-ni 
straight to Hampshire her plans would he upset. 

safely m England, the voyage over, and with it the 
gnawing anxiety concerning the .stowaway. Th.- .strain 

was telling upon him to such an extent she ha l eg m 

SuviZJi"' ordeal might have serious eifecu 

and sie ^ f Wetite was failing him too, 
tempting.^ ^ opportunities of getting anything 

tissutfrolk the silver 

nei eyes rested speculatively an the dish of fruit that 

evli5%tofh^ir°h ^ -tsliai evm 

transIueVnf T ^ peaches, large Muscatel grapes of i 

S‘ta"Lrs' .Rrr Tf ■, ®"'‘T >V<iod 

until Mrs. Brackenburv P hHIR'ted 

r»dy „ d.3?^ dM‘«''“K" 

cape collared ^*Ratette case and 

down.” yndham, if you’re ready, we’ll go 

if you’il excuse me^fo^^a^m cabin, 

excuse mo for a moment, Mrs. Brackenbury.” 
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‘‘Very well* .don’t be long. , she rustled down the 
alleyway, wafting expensive perfume in her wake. Sally 
waited for her to disappeair then dashed back to the 
stateroom. . .the next niument she \las in her own cabin, 
locking the door behind her. Here she gave a low 
whistle, the signal to Clyile that it was safe for him to 
appear. 

“Why aren’t you at dinni-r V* lie enquired. 

“Ihn going dowr^i now. • .Just came in to bring you 
some fruit.” * 

“Peaches. . .aiul giapcN. , .gosh, .uiiat a treat. "How 
did you get these, .you’rv not robbing yourself?” 

“I’m not: robhin*.; aoycme. Mrs. Brackenhury could 
never polish off tliat; ilisli of fruit all by hersulf.” She 
looked at him wistiully, noting the prdlor of liis lace, 
sunken clieeks, t he lines of anxiety about his eyes. 
feel so worried ahemt you. If only this voyage were 
over and I could know that you were safe!” 

“Please don’t worry about me. . .1 feel Pve been a 
brute to bring all this upon you. 1 shall never forget 
what 1 owe ytai.” 

He did not: add that the thought of her had done 
more to sustain lum t hrough his ordeal than the hope 
of liberty, rliat tlH>se moments when she was free to 
come aiul talk with him warn m infinitely precious. 

“Don’t talk about owing.me anything. I promised 
to help you aiu! now weVc botli in it, only, there’s one 
thing. .1 know I ought not to tell you, it might make 
you more anxiousP* She hesitated. 

“What Isit ?“ 

“There’s a iletective on board. .his name is Matthew 
Purcell and he’s attached ro New Scotland Yard and-.and 
...he was in Rio working on another case when he 
heard of the murder that you saw—” She paused. 
Clyde had sprung to hii feet and began to pace ^ 
the floor. ■ ■ 
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iobr?L™r„“ ,s''’':f.''' ' 1»- ki. 

you while you’re ou ^uJ^J^'Tc,',iv'' .'iV'.'''' ‘i'"' 

wanted you to be especiallv on your inlaij.” ‘ 

his «lSulSr'‘‘Tm on mT’ "hruu „f 

asleep." even whoa I’m 

glance.^^^A^SpVuKk on ^ and syn, path v in her 

Agile, from on« pr 

She paused for^ a mtVc« ^ 

opening the door. recover hersdl before 

as she had^antidpa^ted^4a^^ fo see, not a. steward 

Mrs. Brackenbun. threshold hut 

me.MS Wyndham” Vou adju.se it for 

“Y-ves T<n a • the cabin, 

outfit, Her'hlnds tremS?’ ^’^'^^-'hod her repairinu 
"eedle, and i?nSded a sut , 

her glance from of will to keep 

wardrobe.” ^ "h m the directum of tb 

impatiently!’ ‘‘Sl^um?rvS^ tapping her foot 

and tbuinbs..do remeXrrbl F"*, 

already.” ^^emtmber that we’re late for dinner 

more rapidly tha^ her fingers*''^ wtirking 

ough...or supposing he^f!fn^ should 

wardrobe at Mrs. BrackeS^ vt f 

woman, tearing her froct ronf ’ 1 dnfountl the 

-"«.n.l being 

"Wbat ?“vi‘t7'S’”°bin •“”■ thoUBhtl. 

>PP0.nted. And w4, SokVS.™ rfetr’’'’'"'""' 
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“The. ..the u'urdroheV' 

“Yes. Why are you staring at me like that? I was 
just ijoinit lo say that I do believe your wardrobe is 
lariter tlian the one I have.” 

“I feel sure it isn’t — they’re about the same size.” 

Mrs. Rracketsbury did not like to be contradicted. 
“1 tell you it’s tleeper than mine. I’d swear to it. And 
just to prove my words, I’ll measure the difference.” 

TIse repair to her dres.s now bcinj,' completed, she 
rose to her feet. 

“'I'here’s no.. .no... need to measure.. .I’m sure 
you’re riitht,” stantmered Sally. “Shall we go down 
now ?” 

“Yes but itot for a moment.” Instinctively she 
sen.sed evasion in Sally’.s manner, “First, I am going 
to mea.sure that wardrobe.” 

Sally stotul before her. “You shall do nothing of 
the kind.” 

“Miss Wyndham! You forget yourself to speak to 
me like that. Have I to remind you that I am your 
employer.” 

“Must I also remind you, Mrs. Brackenbury, that 
this is my cabin and I refuse to have it searched.” 

“Searched indeed I Hoity-toity. What shall I hear 
next? I merely ask you to open that wardrobe door.” 

Poor Sally. Her face was very pale, her heart 
knocked lotidly against her ribs. “I know now what 
stags at bay feel like,” she thought. “I refuse. It’s my 
wardrobe and no one is going to open it without my 
permission.” 

Her employer gave a gasp of astonishment. Never 
had Sally spoken to her in such a way... .and shown open 
defiance. 

“There's some mystery here,” she stormed. “Miss 
Wyndham, perhaps you’ll explain what it’s all about.” 
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Sally lifted her chin and looked the oflu r «vimn 
squarely in the eye. “Mystery ? What vh. vuu n,nn 
Are you suggesting that I’ve got a man ctnic< ;.k d i„ Li 
wardrobe, Mrs. Brackenlnirv ?" ' 


“Please don’t be low. What would \ ot« hav 


.said, 


pray, had I made such a suggestion 

“I should have asked you to search 
that case to prove that you were w>rong.' 
found nerself in command of tlu' sitiuuitin. ! h r i-aiiif 
departed. 1 m sorry ii 1 spoke rudelv iu-'t mov. It 
was not intentional...’’. ' 


for Vtnirseliij 
fs.lll V stidik Illv 


. , speak rudely, and it certttittlv 

intentional. But we’ll say no more abotu it . 




queenly gesture Mrs. Bracktnlnu i rose and 
followed. I ler . vpivssi„„ 

her lies ^ f huveiedun 

rlL.n Clyde had heard overs word „f 

thpm way she luid w 

them both out of a very tight corner. 



CHAPTER VII 


/THE ‘‘Mt>ntania” was nearir^l4 tlic em! of the voyage. 

^ Standing 1^' ileck rat! j4asin|j!: across the broad 
expanse <d’ Si*a that niidicil iitio die sky horiz<in, Sally 
thoufjjht (d’ du* tlanjacrs tliat lay ahead of Clyde and 
wondered If he wouki wake ^iim! his escape- Luck had 
been evith him so fiii% hut the most diliiculc part of the, 
plan was still 1 4> he luatotiaied. So aihsorhed was she 
in her thuu‘dns dial the voice of Matthew Purcell,, made 
her start viidently- 

'M’m sorrv if 1 startled youE* he said half teasingly- 
**Do you kiuiw Pvi‘ been watc.hing you for ten minutes 
staring wistfully iuif to sea.. -rather as though you were 
thinking id jumping in 

She caught at a phrase- **Watching me’’ She felt 
uncomfortably dtat to ha%’c a detective watching herw*as 
the last thing in the work! she desired just then- '*‘You 
souihI as tluwgh you are on my track professionally^’ 

‘T'lardly that.*-but-ovill you forgive me if I am very 
frank- I am certain you have something on your mind-’’ 

She paled slightly- ‘^Mostof us have, I believe.-'” 

'T mean something is worrying you--I 8ay-*-d0n’t 
think Pve got an awful cheek,-.but if there is anything 
I can do t4» Iielp 

nih no, thanks*” He observed that she shrank 
from him invohintarily and it decided him on the instant 
that there was a secret she wished to hide- ”It’s very 
kind of yinn-dnii I don’t want any 'help*” . 

”Well*--iHympat!iy, then* Fean see Mrs* Brackenbury 
Imposes on you- -why do you put up with. .it.!,., Pas she 
been bullying you ?” 
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‘*On the contrary, she has been unusually easy on 
this voyage. Making friends with the Jcssrls has put 
her in a good humour. We’re going to stay with thn\ 
in Hampshire when we get to Enghnul.’* 

He looked concerned. ''M’m siuTy ab%iiif that. I 
hoped you would be in London.” 


shall get some war work as soon as possible,” 

He looked at her attractive pr4s!ik% wonis lai liis 
lips that he longed to say. Instinctivelv lie kiK-w 
however, that this was not the right nuniHuu to utter 
them. Sally was always very sweet hinn Iriviuilv 
and obviously interested in his work. But: whether die 
had any deeper feelings for him, he was not aMe to deckle. 
Something, too, was troubling and disfracHng her. It 
was unnatural the way she started if spi^ken to suddeiilv 
and at times she had a way of looking hc^votul him when 
they were talking as if her thoughts had Born swifehed 
on to some engrossing problem, 

was all ^*^**'” ' 

Purcell nodded. “I’ll go up to the wirclcM roora." 
lian with 

After he hadbeft* her she* cotih! forget, 

had thrown her Ini , , ® *' r*'nic it 

had come forhim from Rio^ f”/ wirt>!e*.s nirssajst 

of unrest for hSi«T? « h» a sttite 

tor hours afterwards, longing yet dreading to 


the 

YOU 


Brazi. 

about 
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hear him make a reference to it. Now she did not pay 
the same attention to the incident. When some minutes 
later he came striding down the deck again, she asked 

him quite casually, 

^'Well, was it anything important?'' 

“Very important*" His face was grave* 

“You mean—?" She could not finish the sentence* 

He hesitated.^ “I ought not to tell you. It's what 
I might call an official secret." 

me." She laid her hand on his arm. 

Fm longing to know. Or are you afraid that you 
can't trust me with a secret?" 

“Fd trust you with anything." For a moment he 
put his liand on hers. “But there is need for immense 
secrecy." 

“Then— wltat is it ?" 

“That murderer I was trying to track down when 
I was in Rio..." 

“The... the... Frenchman ?" 

“I didn't say it was a Frenchman... merely the knife 
that stabbed the dead man was of French manufacture. 
At all events, he's a European." 

Relief surged through Sally at the presentation of 
a new idea. “ Then they've found him ?" 

“Not exactly. But the police have a theory that 
he's on board the “Montania". 

She clutched at the deck rail to study herself. 
Ahsi^rhed in his theme he did not appear to notice 
her agitation. 

“He might be amongst the passengers... or again he 
may be a 8towiiway...if I do find my man, then I shall 
owe the Braxilian police an apology for accusing them 
of stupidity." 

.. “What are you going to do?" Sally was surprised 
that she could make her voice sound normal. 
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Ji? ‘^''' Captain...net his permission to 

search the ship...excuse me now, won’t you ? We ll 

soli 2 ’° mustn’t mention this matter to a 

“I...quite understand that. But...hut...are you taki™ 
oo much for granted ? To searclt the ship3y..!S 

a theory is it ? And 

It the passengers got to know- •” 

“They won’t...if ^o.t know how to keep a secret," 

vnn ^ ‘‘ "'“'ikl he ea.sier fw 

the we arrive home 1 Before 

less cS™”5? ‘‘‘f!?’’"''' ™'>'™lly...i, ,vo„U „i» 
less awkS for ''' 

you Sj;U?aaKo“ 
you 

tian ’^aT 'a^lur ‘'V !>" 

iofloSfohU vo“ " »“ '>'■•■ 

‘m5»htag“lS‘Shd7a5’to MU hto It^ 'hh^’l 

■■Vou'-^uJ'S 

got a'dSrpSS! ■'£ f “ '• 

Captain Sanders. Wa ^ go now* . .speak co 

attempt to plead with hiryTA^tR^^^e. ™ 

having the ship searched 

with the Captain? tho matter 
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“1 must admit I don’t like the idea, Mr. Purcell.. .if 
ne were certain this chap is on hoard it would be 
iffercnt. I’ll have a careful search made amongst the 
rrgo to see if we’ve a stowaway But to question the 
assengers is goinj’ to create a difiicuk situation.” 

“I wttn’t ask you to question the passengers, Captain 
anders. If you wdll institute a search below decks and 
o stowaway is found, I’ll undertake to search the cabins 
lyself in companv with a ship’s otHcer. .. ,1 shall be 
lost discreet.” 

“'That iloesn't sound wry discreet. If the passcn- 
ers get wind of the iilea that there’s a man amongst them 
canted (ot murder.. .well, it’s likely to cause trouble.” 

“Not sit much trouble as it will cause if the wanted 
nan gets away.” PurCeU’s tone became slightly severe. 
‘1 must ask yon to co-operate with me in this matter, 
'aptain. You’ll admit the matter is serious. But with- 
)ur your help my hands are tied.” 

“I’ll do my best, of course.” 

“Then we'll begin by going through the passenger 
ist, if you can give me any information on that.” 

“The ptirscr might help you there. Many of the 
lasscngcrs arc known to U8...ihose who travel frequently 
ly our line... we might eliminate tho#e...and concentrate 
in the ones we know nothing about.” 

I’urcell shook his head. “Those aren’t the Yard 
■ncasures, Captain. Every passenger will come under 
ny careful scrutiny.” 

“Well, 1 can only aak you to lie as secretive as 
lossiHe about the affair. It’s my belief that this is a 
false scare.” 

“And I have a feeling that the man I want is on 
board ..i’vc got a sort of sixth sense about these 
tbings.” _ 

“I don’t know whether to say that I hope you 11 
be successful or not.” The Captain touched one ot 



56 


MOTIVE FOR MUKOKR 


the bells in the panelled wall. “Ikit I'll yiv.. i,rd,rs fn 

a search to be made below decks before .ou i , "' 
amongst the passengers.” 

The search brought no result. Neithi r « , .1 
purser very informative concerning the ruissen-eVs 

With r of enquiry up<,n lus^Hv^ a ° 

With the aid of the second nurser ,<-l, 

thoroughly onjoyrd 'V,.. .r i, 'i"'.''!":'',' 

™ &tr ‘"'VT''' ■ 

11 aecK or m one of the saloons. * 

purJiuLirrd."'"'' ^ 


\va.s 




Hefijri* Sali\'*s caliiuj 
I know ^^i^s Wviid. 


purser 
Wyndha 

<■11 iook“ o 

pulse”' 'worJdSYe anuL'J'd dij of 1* 

had made a search m that lie 

But the purser had been rieht hM heJorehand, 
systematic. He glanced 

however, and was about to go 

Tz: 

detective,^his firs?L"ctio?wS ‘thin’ 

discovered, glad that the 

would have a chance to exphin bk !>e 

thought of Sally He ht.,4 ^ Position,. .then he 

this, but above everythiiher""’^'^ ber into 
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discovered and the occupant of the cabin knew nothing 
of his existence. 

AH tl'icse thuuc^hts passed like lightning through his 
brain as he waited for the other man to speak* I\irceII 
did not speak bectiuse he was temporarily stunned by 
his discovery, llien his brain, too, functioned rapidly* 
Sally had been shvdtering this man throughout the 
voyage. ..he reca!h‘d now her strange nervous manner, 
her furtiveness* how jinxious she had been that he 
should not make a search of (he ship. 

Sally—whom he had thought so straight, so direct 
and honest. All those nights of the voyage she and 
this man had spent together.**God, it was horrible. 
Sally, whom he loved.. .and because he loved her, she 
must he pnRccted. He saw his path clear before him. 
Later he must act.. .but not now. He closed the door 
of the wardrolie and rejoined the purser in the alleyway. 

“Nothing there, I suppose V* 

The detective shook his head. “No I found 

nothing.*’ 
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1 ^ i”, ‘rntable mood • n mood that l2 

the Montama a week ago> hitferlv iw ir*^ fKni» 

quarry had escaped from him at the clevont h hour. 
When the ship docked tk»rt* KnJ K***... .. . « 


No..h.. “.t SCS£'’.;S“'>- 

thought sa^ly;”'”" ™"" ‘f h taki.« yc-,.rN," h, 
TOo ttlephoneWIraug. Ho lifted .he rocoivor. 

his name. ^He? got some 

got some important Information. “ 

•were chary ahourShSTfh visitors ivho 

come up. » * their names. “Tell him m 

|e wond^erirfof 

’"‘’“'i”* »” th" 00.0 o” ,”hi ■•Mom.T." 
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“Say—do 1 u> inttiKhiCi* l!'ly^idf f !ie asked 

at last* 

*'No. 1 retnemher yin.i well eiunr,:!!. Sit down, 
please.'’’ 

Clyde sat down. ‘’I cariuMaa fluiial vuu 'for ietfing 
me getaway..." 

“I didnd intend iiuit \ou shonld aet awavd’ the 
detective bn^i' in atg:rtlv. ‘hAnd Viui have no need to 
thank me... hut rather Ntiss WAiuiham... whose eood 
name >a>n did nut ann\u CintNiderd’ 

llu’ hUille tadt'd ivonx V Kde*'^ laCr. *‘I\1 rather you 
didn't pvif if like that. Suppusing u leas e her out ot 
it.^ I canu' luar to give \oii what^ help^l conld 

about iliat niurdi'r in Hie»».dH*re are the facts..." 

For tu’enix* in.itHifes lie spido* earnestly and ijii-' 
pressively. Ih-ing a t.uirnaltMi Clvde had an eye 'for 
salients, atid he |nH his st<a\‘ charlv and consistently! 
that Purcell luul ru> de»ubi e\t*rv w^^rvi of it was triH. 


have been uan’king mx ihv assumption that you 
were the killer," he saiii ai last bluntly. 

^‘Naturallv. Aher my sttspichms conduct— why, 
I wouldn’t have e.vpectewl my invn mother to belkve me 
innocent... I wanted to face the thing out m Rio...biic 
Ridgway saivl you cottldn’t trust the Brazilian police to 
get tlie right hang ol the case...thev^wcre quite .capable 
of getting me convicted id murder. 

*‘By (fod, he was right . . • of all the blundering 
buds . . . hui I doubt if I should have chosen your way 
out . . . It’s tile most daring risky thing . * dt 1 d been 
successful in arresting you on hoard, I shouldn t have 
helievei! vour story . . -but your coming here like thi| 
puts the uffair in a dillVrcnl light. No W! tell me, did 
you actually witness the murderP^ 

-No.. A wu*; in u hazy state, as I told you-but^not 
actually I did take particular no 

the man on the couch MKt to mine* 
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“Could you describe him?” 

{are. had u fiithor distinct 

inrhri;r; ^^P‘'««^‘^^‘Ware„i ti sudden intentnt 
in the other man .s manner. 

T tr. extremely interestinu. When I left (I 

I took with me a copy of all A\c mnt'r«j -irv I i ' 

frinnH ir, J , j t I Y‘ •“* me papoi.*, JUiiJ docilincd 

showthif U— *‘P««>«ents. Sonn- of the 
family.” ^ 'J>e jess 

oavelSthS 

^^Exactly.^ ^‘^’®»c«dou.s coincidence, isn’t it?” 
^^‘He was in Rio the niRht of the murder. ” 

Bueno? Airesr*" "'Sd/hhtnd“‘ 
on board when the ship wi a! 

Ae m°n thT';L“Ser t -‘aNi^hed "tb 

Jessels..,the family featums thrhLhh 7l 
and red hair. . . .nodeeSrS Sir R^Sd ” 

;;What name was the man known by r* 

too clever^wItr'Xe^^cLds'^^^Ml 
Unmarried V* 

with a woman well\nown'to m associated 

Cara Matteos, her naiSr s She^f underworld. . 

Buenos Aires Wore Sthng/inRit’^^ 

by jealousy^ ”**^’”*^ motive for murder was inspired 

typeISM 
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utmost- rlniisibiniy.-His *« seemed to be to 

relieve people of their moitev in ways that were more 
in-entous than lumest. 1 k* was, i gather, not above a 
soot of hlaekntail when it came in his way. . .quite a 
r v.rmiiv' specimen, eh i Not one that the proud Jessel 
family would care to own as a blood relation ?” 

Probalcb they chin l knovv of the relationship? 

'fhc detective mnlded. “It’s doubttul if they are 

awurc idKisirnci** 

Clyde looked t houi-hi hil. “Stn.niie he didn’t try to 
uet in touci. %Cih the family. . . .that sort of guy usually 
a^,es if the family’s likely to prove useful. 

"He was perhaps holding that for jius last card. .. 
when his hand lost its cunning, t»r his confidence deserted 
him. . . .a nasty hit oi work." 

"I agree. It’s just as well his illustrious family 
don’t know anything about him— and never will, now 1 
suppose.’’ 


Purcell smiled. “It’s not my business, to spare 
them. I’m going down to Greystukes Prtory to-morrow 
to see what material 1 can get for my investigations. 


"Can I be of any further use?” 

“At the moment, no. You’ve given me useful in- 
formation. Of course I '11 let you know developments. 

“That isn’t enough. l..,I...wonder 
in on this case? I’ve figured tn it rather more than i 
care for «o far. Now I’d like to see it through. I think 
you'd find me of some use.” 

The detective threw a shrewd glance at Clyde’s keen 

Miss Wyndham Is staying there. 

Clyd, (l>..hca with »"2'r««d a crimeir'i 

pl.ee your nllmlon. I me . chance to 

every iwwh paper nnaWi I guess* 
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get a first hand scoop for my paper. I was mixed 
up m that murder and it gave me the ti.ughcM time of 
my lire...Doesn t it stand to reason i!i;u 1 want to have 
a shot at solving the mystery too?'* 

“I see your point." Purcell smiled. Impulsfolv 
he stretched our his hand across tire desk. “Aerecd 
But 1 warn you that it; I don’t like your amateur deteo 
tive methods, I ni fairly certain to drop you." 

grinned. "I’m taking a chamv of chat. 
Sf ‘‘■T you’ll find me so expert, I 

Suthing ” ^ journalism and go in for 

. »’< 'Ih- devil of 

a lot of courage... ingenuity, too, to escape to liiv-laiui 

SulTr And I still don’t know lunv J 

“No.” . 

“Then I’d like to know how- — ” 

in you believed my storv." broke 

two otW involves 

the details.^ ^ ^ >'nn 

you wnf— give me the details? I think 
this other matto And now to get down to 

vvasdSie b^ ln '^at the murder 

aPrSimal-or Br^^^^^^^^ a theory that it was 

with a knife...and7h? wa8 uuTtt%K""‘'* 
effective stabbing I’ve 

“How was it done?” 

•lb ^'pSklX’ hem™?™ "'W 

ventricle..^Such a How^S«^ *e region of the left 

require an enormouT 'amount**)^/ f® ‘’o': 

tional skill.” of fore®.. .only excep- 
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‘‘Have you got the knife 

“Yes* Here it is,,, what I call Exhibit He 
unlocked a drawer and took out a large clasp knife 
with a smooth black bone handle* “It was manufactured 
in Marseilles, and probably purchased there***you see, 
it^s stamped.*'^ 

“Any other marks 

“There are one or two small scratches on the 
handle., .as thouglu the owner had made an attempt tit 
engraving his name...*but he only arrived at two definite 
strokes,., .they might stand for T incompletedd* 

“Or F| don't you think?” said Clyde, examining 
the handle cd* the knife closely. “There's lieenan attempt 
lialf wixy dowit the first upright stroke, to make a smaller 
one*. -pity he didn't finish the job,” 

“It might not have helped us much had he done 
so,*.the knife probably changed hands. But it is a very 
definite due*” And it puts me back to my original 
theory- that the man we want is a Frenchman. I admit 
that later I got on to the idea that you'd done the job... 
after the police in Rio had wirelessed me that they 
suspected the wanted man was on board.” 

“I think you1I agree now that I had no motive.... 
trouble with this case is.. ..several people might have 
had motives for doing this chap in.” 

“And the strongest of all motives is jealousy,”,, put 

in PurcclU 

“What about the woman with whom he was 
living?” 

‘‘Cara was arre8ted[....thcy’re very highhanded the 
way they do these things over there. Why, even if your 
house goes on fire you’re liable to be arrested. They 
couldn’t put anything on the woman so they let her 
go...but she’s been watched so that they can check up 
on her associates. They’re sending me a further report 
on her.” 
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“You’ve been very active on ihr ('|„i 

rose. I mustn’t keep you... I can uue.''*' linv. Imsy 
^e. By the way when do you init nJ ’.ai duwn i,, 
Greystukes Prioryi”’ 


“To-morrow, if 1 can make it.” 
other things on hand at the nioinent.” 

h^ay I run you down;’ f've yot a 
can get hold of one I fancy...” 

omi , expression sudiiestlv 

1 hanks for the oiFer. But I am mu 
tne to Greystukcs.” 

“But I might be of use.” 


i ' o several 

})ir>. i! car until I 

irocanir ^rim, 
t.-.kin', '.oti’wifj, 


. “I doubt it...in that direction, 
ing your time,’* 


KiA Vi'ni wast* 


tor the present...and good luck at Cn v muLos." oi;! 

doOT Sri, \“°'^‘-’''‘^''toThcpUt his hr.ui t«.UndtlL 
®"hoolboy grin on his face. ”1 h.u’s a 

jeaCy!”^°“"®’ Purce!I...the strongest ..f ..H uuuiws is 



CHAPTER IX 


Tv /[RS. URACKHNBURY was ftK-hanted wUii Ort'ys- 
tukfW Priory. Shv was jicwr lirrd i.vf explorinjj; it 
in company with Owen Jes.a-l who ulowcd with pride at 
her vtduhle praise, hi. thin aesthetic face iijthfinK up »» 
he tohl her the history cif the priory, :ind the chanttes 
that the years had made in the place. 

“Tiic pre.scnt ballroom, dining-room and hall used 
to be one vast refectory in the Hth century,” he 
explained. “The cloistcr-court was made into a sunk 
)»arden in the 17 th century... a piece of vandalism,! 
consider.” 

“If you could have had your way, uncle, you’d 
have kept the place looking like a blessed monastery all 
the time,” put in his nephew yawning. It was about a 
week after their return to England, and the boy was in 
a sulky mood at having to come b-ack to what he called 
“the foul dullness” of Greystukes Priory after the 
excitement of the trip to South America. “If I had rny 
way,” he went on, “I’d have the whole building demoli- 
shed and stick up something modern and comfortable.” 

“But how dreadfull” exclaimed Mrs. Brackenbury... 
“Is it possible, Sir Reginald, that you have no feeling of 
pride in such a wonderful inheritance—so full of tradi- 
tion...” Mrs. Brackenbury was getting into her stride... 
“so mellowed with time. . 

“Perhaps I’d appreciate it better if I was mellowed 
with time myself...a8 it is the whole place suggests a 
prison to me. . .1 never liked it as a kid...the grey walls, 
the towers, and dungeons. No, I’m not proud of it.’ 

Mr*. Eilackenbury glanced with some distaste at the 
«s 
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decadent youth who was lollin},' in tin- deep U'.uIut cIv,; 
the eternal cigarette between hi.s lips^ his 
stamped with boredom. * •‘tutude 

• has no feelini: for anvfhiii" nil" 

mO«.en Jessd quietly. "Wl,,., lu- eviuV.i;" pi,., 'Ti 

Masters m the picture pallery , , . ponr tii, 

ancestors— • * I of 

SL-A ^ Ssa yjTAiia 

silence. Then asifr^XflV t- Jin iuvliwiird 

round apologedcallv hf looked 

for the moS I ils er S'*':;’;'’ ''"■'■'‘>■.,1...,,.,“ 

Reggie, you can be very ' eaiii. *os’w. 

think you say these thinZ ^‘’"wtimes I 

f “'^'^^^^^thingssolely toanuoy me.” 

AndIdTmeaSwtn sa^^vlS "‘V mind 

are worth thousands.” ‘^t)***-* Rtimiieys alone 

the enormity of what^ouVe^*^*^"- t*> realise 
sell the pictures.” saytng. You »h.all never 


going ?oMoVm5 TWrl”'^'^ R^ggif's face. 

not entailed.*’ 

*‘XT^ nni ^ . * 


“Whoi 


Til ^ 

if tinwilhng t^b^ pity." As 

muttered expIanation^oVwS^£l*T*'’i-^^:‘‘*‘*’*- » 

rned and hurried away* ^ 
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fireplace of Owen Jessel. whont Jaines I had created 
the first baronet in 1612. Fora moment (cs-sel stood 
looking at the picture, ami thinking: of this regrettable 
display ol temper with Reginald. I le hud been wrong 
to flare out at the hoy like that yet at times he was 
insiupportahle. For some moments he paced the room 
in thought. 'Pheti he touched the hell. A servant 
appeared* 

‘*TcIl hUnmmr iiiicandc I wishfo speak to himd' 

When the iut«ir Ciuiir ill, he pointed to one of the 
deep chairs before ihv lirephice. 

*\Sii down, Monsieur,, I want to talk to you. About 

The brcnchrnan gavis hini a swift penetrating look, 
then dropped his eves* Jesse! considered him thought*^ 
fully. He did not like hseiinde, hut was compelled to 
admit that tlje tutor was better able to control the boy 

than any of his prcdecesHors. At times Reggie was 
prone to wild ungovernable fits of temper; Escande 
understood how to manage him when these crises arose. 

“I don’t think the trip to South America has greatly 
improved him, Monsieur.” 

“But, you surprise me. I think the voyage has 
done him much good. He seems to have gained in 
strength and spirit.” 

«T manners,” said the other man drily. 

I wish you could instil a little.., courtesy in him... not 
an easy thing, I admit.” 

“Alas, no. I’m afmid the younger generation 
doe.sn’t pay too much attention to courtesy.” 

Tile younger generation’s all right. I’m not speaking 
in general terms. But’s Reggie’s behaviour makes me 
so ashamed. Could you convey to him that his manner 
is not likely to bring him friends that...that he antago- 
nises people r* 

“I have cried to do fo 8draady...lt is not easy.” 
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“I’m aware of that. I have tried ti'> reason with 
him.. .but he resents my suRfjestions. i believe yuti have 
more influence over him than I have." jessel s|iolte 
with some bitterness. “Perhaps in a wav I ;un to Iihme 
in the way I have brought him up. I may h.iw indulttej 
him as a child... but he wa.s always i.IeIie.i!e...!H‘it!st y’t 
an orphan at such an early agv. 1 le swnivd so, 
pathetic.” 

“And now you reproach yourself for being too 
good-hearted.” Escande flung out his h.iiuis with an 
expressive gesture. “There is no one ti* hl.um c\copt 
perhaps, the boy’s anccstor.s.” 

Jessel looked at him sharply, 'fhere was a hmj; 
pause and then he said in an altered vt*ice. 'i must 
admit that there is a bad strain in the .fessel f.mulv...iis 
history shows that it comes out in one metufuT every 
third or fourth generation.” He did not add ihai the 
utth baronet had been involved in an ugh scaiuial 
when he narrowly escaped a conviction f or mttrderiiw 
one of his footmen. 


I dont’t think Reggie has a bad strain only that he 
nas been spoiled and...undoubtedly his character is 
weak. 1 shall do my best to influence Idtn for the 
better, Mr. Jessel.” 


Thank you, Monsieur. He has certainly been 
more reasonable since he came under your care.” 

anrp cLT' 1 *^^?**^ f°' impott- 

lost ca!:efuUy.”°®®’ instructions 

shoe^ f ?*hes, the pointed toes of his 

hf can’t endure foreign. 

’ thought. I m not being Just to the chsip.” 

to fum, made no sound as he went out of the room. 
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Closing thi' heavy door softly heiiind him he at once 
went in search of Rcj^sjie. 

"The old inatFs been Kivins rne a lecdire im your 
account, mon ami. You'll have to mend your ways.” 

I he hi>y lookial al.irmeii. ”Vi>u inean he's foinui 
out ahmit our lidle trips to towti?" 

“No, no, tli.it veotihi he serious. Biii he thinks 
your manners need to he hnished up,” 

“Is that all? Me e.m go r»* hell !” 

“Ntiw, Reggie, keep calm. The vieiix is right in 
what he says. Rememher you liehmg to the aristo- 
cracv...you liave a n.ime and title ti> consivler.” 

“What .iiv yon beginning to preach now! Conte off 
it, Ratgtl. ^ ou'iion't always net up tu your position, 
you know. What altuiu a tutor who sltow-s his pupil 
round the night hiuiitis of London.. 

Hscunile hutked furtively over his shoulder. “Douce- 
ment....you mav be heard. If that is discovered 
we arc both litst.” 

P'tfticularly, my boy. Imagine Uncle’s face 
it he knew ! 1 leM probably have a stroke on the spot. 
And you’d be kicked out, you know.” 

"You are right. Perhaps it is taking too great a 
risk. Better if wc cease these little jaunts, hein ?” 

Mis words had the desired effect. Reggie looked 
alarmed, “I say, you don’t mean that. Cut out the 
only Iiright f*pois I got in life. I was only joking.” 

“Tfjen I did not see anything amusing in your 
jeu d’esprif. Hut, like you, I think that existence in 
this uncestnil home of yours which in appearance is so 
like a prison 'indeed, It would hi- insupportable if it 
were not for what you call Otiar outings.” 

'* Whitt about another near future ?” 
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“To-morrow night, if you like. We’ll leave f-i,„ 
car in the lodge-keeper’s shed in the afternoon.’’ 

right...and don’t forget to give vStacey a go,n,^ 
tip. ..or he II not keep his mouth .shut.’’ 

“Oh, the lodge-keeper’s all right. He doesn’t Iiu 
your uncle for some rcason.Jie’d probably oblige 
without any payment.” ^ «• nuge u;, 

“We don’t ask hi'm to do anything for us witho.,^ 

rslTsoon S • tfch 

1 snau soon bcdown to niv LiEt jf' i i t 

taer luck than I had u„ o\, a S„ , ‘ ‘‘V-',’ ' ■ 
only thing that worries me.” 

There is no need to let it worry vou 
you know that Beron is always ready to acoeiVyou'; 
I. O. U. It is all in order.” ' your 

S.C»l.'.?o“oil“S ■*“' ““ Wh Jew frictul „f yours. 

«' b™ . ».,d 

that ^ ""Pl'***”'',. “Friend! I like 

^ me money for friendship." 

thathee-,'i^i“^ sums of money 
him his percentage ^ ^ begrudge 

pven him I. O. U’s for a Iw huSter- ^ 

he shriggld hSXSdm w uneasy. Then 

speech. After all a fp«r R, « j j ** 

sum to one who has such^a^m^*^^'*® ^?i ’^‘•‘P’'e8«nr a large 
u wno ftas such a modest allowance as yours." 

so shorn® ‘wait SuinherTt*®^^^^^ keep me 

master.” mnerit. He 11 know then who’s 
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:\i(rn vK 

“In tile nii/;u'Uinie he, a:^ vour :uarJi*ifi, is niasti'r 
and Vi)U will h;ive fo wliai vr*u 1 nehsli sa\ iu'ld a, 
candle I hr il<‘\''iL Ah., hut it irti'tlti hau.* hrrn much 
wiirse, Ixr^’.'he. Heelings nra ruaiee liai vuUiio.,.lIe 
always has hi.s nusc hi hin aaicierit: houLs, aiu! flit* hisUn'V 
of tl'ie lame whieli lie is uvriHni,*. Ihair, fu' keeps yiHi 
short nueiev, imf lov trieOil Soinnuai hneroa twists 
for yetilKant/n |d;H,'eii iri veair |"eHi!i4na Sti u'fu ei‘t 
anjtrv aheiu these luatters .*'* 

“ ^ ou’rtM !-’!n . C hhhI tliini! I nele ‘.anas alnuu with 
his e\ es shut , All the sanie I ehnih uatU te^ e.et tiui 
much in debt, i'vt' ytit a: leeliiv', that 1 sh dl win to- 
morianv niaht. Are w-e laeiiu,:: in tlu* same plaet-T' 

N i> ..that was i; r' u i n et 1 1. v e» hot, ^^} u* f n > 1 i c e w v re 
nosinp rot.iiui ,.\ve d.emh: want to he ini’^ed up iti anythiiif,! 
implejsaiu if the pkwe were lauiied. Bnl this place I 
know id, ..it’s all qnite sttie aiul iiiscreeia Aiki lunv you 
will prt>raise to in* niori* pidife when Vi)ur iinclc’s 
abinit. lifin ! It wtHih,! uet me into favtiur, too, you 
kiu,i\v. lie thinks I have a ^oeni influence over you/^ 

1 his was not levactiv the c;ise. After the lAench^ 
man Ikh! Uht him, i Hven Jes^el sat nuaiinuin^ for Si>me 
tinie iin hi.s Ciinversatiiin with the tuuny and wanuierin^ 
il if inteju lua he ativisable *in spite itf the way he 
handled the Inw iti his vlark nuiods lo replace him by 
an luedi'di tuftaa Ati athlete who mi.ulu inspire Ids charire 
with a love of' tames aiuf mitdimr life. lAcaiuJe, ofwi** 
otislviUdiua care i'ar these. Reyii4ie needed an open 
air life, totu,.. 

A knock on the suulv door siirerruptcd his rcllec** 
tion^, A servant entered carryine a .card tray. **Therehs 
a latmtieinan to see you sir. Shall I shtnv him in here?*' 

jessrl look up die card. With a puzsleJ frown on 
his brow he read. Detectivednspector Matthew 
Ihircelh iki.l). New Scotland Yard/* 



CHAP'] i;h X 


WHEN Jt^ssel 


VV 

T I xt'roi 


ri>sc' tu tiu.' 


was 


shown into du 


foi; no . 


deepened* 

'‘Why, Mr. Purcdl, IM no ivlixi n 
the journey from Bradl, ihat \ou v. . rr 
And when your card was sc-fii i!i 
you d come on proivssiomil !n.isirH;sc,.j, i’icii 
a body in the library, ehJ" ’ 

Purcell iiUij^jhed. **1, he I'H-H/K ’s ivio/li fiM'i 


\%-v 
a v; 

../i 


as. hy 
d frown 

nwi. on 
hri'Ciivo 

about 

than your library, Mr. Jcs.sO. i, h,,|.prns mwisirV 
what you term prolcsskmal.*’ 

“You intrigue me. .sit ,i.n. 11. iv.-n't vmu...'’ Hf 
pushed a box ot dgay UHvarJs his vi,iit,r. "1 hmvfhe 
matter you want to di.scuss with nu- is,,', v, rv sn-unis 
you belong to the C.I.D...." ' “ 

famufeot,.'- '“'I 

The Other man’s face cifared. '' I h,-,,. mdv.si vou 

i’liivOl. i c.in dl 

rSk abom rB «ayvct...r,„ ..c.„ , 

a book about it. Now hre away with u.,,,- ...ions.” 

sailed for Eogland.a man was M aMv.'i'i' Vi'. 'a 'I'n 
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“I’m t.. UiH' V ‘"‘J'' 

an assum.’J luiirn. J’vtM”»Jiihh*lusl ilwf hts n .i! n.tmr 

was Nunn, in ji sm*!.” 

J^'sSfl n.iw KHikfd J. •"'tuu nu.in 

that hi' 'va*- a nu'inh'T mI i>iir f.iinilv 

“I'mh'uhti'dh." 

“But t!»i‘ Mutiub tni rr».!»hli'..a'h, huxtir i««‘. 

Kkm’i vvani to a.i^t ,inv donN on %oui Miauisnons 
Mr. Pufi'i'll. t hiU 1 think st !i..irn'lv hki K th.ii 
shiuilt! he .1 h ssi l of « hn-*t‘ i sisiriH r I kiuni. n>'!inii«. 

“Hiuv lotiUl viHi know anything ahotti hini...lu‘ 
luislivoi abroad iindi-r annihri name fni ve.if'..” 

“Ikif I Muiuld h- hniti.d to ktiinv !ii>. omin. in 
fact, so diH jdv inu‘)<*»i« d am I ii» (he tatinly h»»tory 
that hail I known ol sin* l yUtcm-r o» this man I ntwiiia 
have taken wiry step to find him. httrilv you mm** he 
mihiakiit P* 

'Tm .tfV.iid not. 'I hc murdvmi man, too, had the 
traits ol voiir tiunilv...thv ml hair, thm htKhhndgcd 
nose mort* noiicvahlc in ■your ^nephew ttuin in you, 
ymi1l excuw my mcniitminit it ?" 

•‘Yvs. Hegitle i» a true JesMi.'" Involuntarily he 
sighed. 

".•\nd here i« a eonclualyc proof. This ring belong- 

t\! !i> Ikivvjirih Ripltf#** 

Jvssvl tat*k the ring eagerly. to 

family crest. Thi* is too attoutwllng... He P 

his feet. “Vtut must forgive *«« If 1 
vour story. It seemed a li«I©...sMI J 
Me seated himself again and dead 

detective's face. “Tell me 
who was tmr kinsman... wai he a bad character 

••Me w.,*. 

ou«ht to couMratulaSe ^fki. «.i,ederer. IVe 

But it’s my bafinesa b? 
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got a theory that the victim was ftilhnvcvi fu thi 
den and deliberately stabbed...” 

“For what motive, do yon think V' 

“I could find several motives. Before I <40 
on the case, I’d Iikett> know nuire about the deac 
antecedents.” We might find otu to wh.it br;l 
belonged.’^ Jesscl rose, mu! Itoiu a lun^krasr !* 
down a massive volume, hearing on the Ivailui 
thejessel coat of arms in gilt. “Herr is the gnie.i 
turned the thick jiages. “'I'his is w|u 
will find the descendants ofthe last fifty vrarH,,,.\\ 
you said... that’s a Christian name not coinmon 
family.” 

Purcell was e.vamining the hook.. .This Fre 
Jessel who married Ruth Neame in 
one son. 


itie chilti dted when it w;»n w!c montf 
Frederick was my cousin. He was killed i 
last war in 1917. Do you think I tnight have 
documents likely to help your invcstiiiatlon'.f ' 

vnn ^ Du forgive me for botl 

up. ^ Hope I haven’t taken up too much of yoitr t 
“I am most deeply interested. If I can hrlt 

Ss vJicr’'“ufc •? !»’ I"' 

wnn^t hJ ^ absolutely necc»sary, I iu 

Familv Dridi^uf ^ member of i«v I; 

perhajs itls obsession with 

Rio. , J Lall aluHIl I lull sifh 

course**' . you posted abour ewrythif 




with me WrTnoUn a ^^‘“■“P*'***^* kn*,., in I 
stay to lunch wUh 5 s.» ^ »h*|h- 1 
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IS 


Purcell acceptfil this invitaiion with iBarkeJ eaRer- 
ness The thouaiu th seeinR Hallv auain tenir»»5»'‘ily 

banished from his niiiul ihe real idijivt of his visit to 
Greystukes. 

lie wondered if she would he 
met him- He found Iter sittine. on the lerraee with 
Mrs. Brackeitlniry. 'vho exelaimevl in astonishment 
wheii .she saw Itiin sfridittR ttnsuirds them. 

"Why, is that Mr. Purcell, who was on hoani." 
She shook hands tvith hini^ effusively. “What a coim 
cklence meetittR you here." 

"I came to see Mr. }essel on husincss," he said, 
beading over her hand. His gl.mce turned swiilly to 
Sallv, She was regarding him with a startled expression. 
The sight of him brought hack the painful incident on 
board .ship wheit she had sheltered Clyde... why had he 
come itere ! Perhaps it was on account of that busi- 
ness ..perhaps he still suspected Clyde of murder and 
had come to question her. 

“How are ytui, Miss Wyndham?” He was looking at 
her wistfully. *T hope you haven’t quite forgotten met 

"No tndecd...it’s good to see an old shipmate,” she 
faltered, with an attempt at lightness. It troubled 
him to see the apprehension in her eyes. 

Mrs. Brackenhury raised her jewelled lorgnette and 
ccutsidercd thent with sin afch e%pft^sioB tti ner 

“ If you want to have a stroll through the ground 
witli Mr. Purcell, I slian’t require you before lunch, 


she j^aid uriiciinwly. 


MW Haul UfiicuniHiy. 

Amazing, indeed, was the change that had gjme 

mood was <»nly temporary, it made life 

mure endurabks ■ ■ . 


mure enauraoii:** ' ■ - , 

The friendship between Mrs. ^f^Sfarinl 

host had deepened } she never seemed to 
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the history of the Priory, imd he hec;utu> d iilv ih 
expansive on the subject, iie was an iiuielutha?^ 
guide even taking her to explore iht* dungeons and « T 
terranean passages. He glowed at her enthusiasm"^^ 
the plac^ like a parent liearing the [u-aises ot udo*^' 

child. The bond between them seemed so great si®- 
latterly Mrs. Brackenbury had grown umisu.iih thoucL ■ 
ful, had taken to studying her teatures eriii. aih ino 
mirror, and told herself that she was ,u,f t. old 
romance. If heavily built, she was still dson.e 
had a presence which she_ considereil - eo..»naiidin^*^? 
She would be a fitung wife tor CXven jessel, s!,e dedd'lH' 
and do credit to his name. ‘'--‘ueQ, 

Her aggressive manner disapjwaretl, she hecam 

She might have been surpriHetl i-tnikl 

liness^ha? gonroS^ ofT'"’ *’»‘>end- 

V.Uy,h..o„ThtLLl,™ 

presented itself* ■ Then imv theory 

you g2S° o tngllnd F- 

her efuU 1 Hlrak.iess in 

ment she felt at Clyde’s j®* ' ‘^^'“•rpoint- 

Had those weekVlrsL wK ® to bittmiess. 

together by a common H ^*tawn 

common peril, been nothing to him? 


m /». 
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Could it nican that he hud cxpU^U'd iu r, ilnnkmi, i<n v 
nfhisOwn.salVlv. iuui was Uw nuiiHeirm evv(J li» Hriut 
her a liiu- u> tcU her xd his »n- slunv suiue h-v\m% 

oft^rutiuide 

“ I’m surprised that Vi-u haveu’t heard frum him. 

I'le j^avc hrr 'a shriHVil kI*^*^*^^'* 

Sallv lifted her thitt deu rmimd to thu 

hbif she had pt.t up .tt their last iui.iMfu. W hV 
should!.’ lio'v^could he kuow oi u.v tnueemeuts 
sinee we landed 

SalK ! Why don’t vtHi own up.. .why dtnCt you 
admit tlr.u you sheltered Monerleil )e>rthe whine trip. 

Shecuuijiuhcrhrfath. " \Vliv..dunvdo urn know.'" 

lie lauuhed with some hilierness. " I didn t...onIy 

YOuHt jUHt Ullil 

She drew away from him. her eyp Hashing. " So 

you trapped me into saying that. I ihuik I ought to 

cun|»riimlutc a wry cine tlriecfivc* 

He caught her arm. " Please Sally, don't talk like 
that. You migiu have confided in me, you know, l 
might have found out the truth *'“*'J*®*' ^ j 

wlmle lot of anxiety and myself a lot of time and 

trouhle." ,, /; , 

The.- truth I" 

" That your atowaway was innocent of the murder 
in Rio.” 

"But of cour*e.,.l never doubted 
instiint...How should I have aM*®*’*^ h»m otherw s 

" I’nt afraid you’ve rather a 
said drilv “You took 9 peat rl«k* ^ttt“~80*h' * mwt 

sav I atlmire your plwk* ^ f'® S^VOtrwwHY 
out when I discovered Iitei...for a time yow^ actua y 

cimvificteimt**'* 
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Sally began to laugh. She looked op at him 
nw there was a warm iriendly liuht in her 

You’ve forgiven me ?” 


kri’-JW*-' anydnng." With hishmui.tili 

iS {sitli*. If ,s sc'cijicf- 


^ V •7*^*;'“ yuu unyrnir 
on her arm he drew her to hin f^iae. 
you again.*, Fve missed you so nuich,'* 

dow^? occurred to her. “Tell me... did you com» 

down here to-day to...ro...sce me “ 

somrilli*" frj’nk, Sallv, 1 e-.tine tu make 

some investigations about that murder , “ ® 

how cL there be rke’^ ’ chsaw.s... murder. And 
in Rio and 1 -Ra ^ remotest link between tiiat aihir 

Not so absurd as you think,** 

You mean. qi . * ^ 

Puizled, startled. ^ ‘ 

clue.” already I have got a very important 
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//TAK')! UJ) you Hki* ti» ctmu- with me to see some- 
* * tiiinn I’t tlu- iukIu life of London ?“ 

Clyde ctmsidercti Matthew Purcell with an amused 
smile. “ I'd like it iit» end., .if it's a reputable niRlu life. 
Last time I went tit u low joint to K*-‘t experience it 
landed nu' in a whole tut of bother.” 

‘‘It won't be reputable,” replied the detective. 
“But i’ll see you're kept out of trouble.” 

” Thanks a lot. But what’s the idea about to-night's 
rattle.. .do you feel like running riot, or is it just a 
matter of business V* 

” I’m afraid it is business. But that needn’t 
prevent you from enjoying yourself.. .you might get 
copy for your paper.” 

‘‘Looks as though you mean me to enjoy myself— 
getting copy !” There’s more behind your^plan than 
that. ..anyhow I’m ready to start right away.” 

The two men, who were dining at a restaurant 

injermyn Street, had met to discuss what Purcell des- 

cribed as ** a new angle ” on the murder case he was 
investigating. Clyde seemed keenly interested in nis 
visit ti> tirey St nke8 Priory. 

” Did you see Miss Wyndham?” He asked eagerly. 

Purcell at once assumed the mantle of the insent- 

table deiectlw. ”1 saw her, of courae, since she 
happens to be staying thtw*. But I didn t look tor 
evidence in that directhwi**' 

"■■-It 
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"I never supposed you would.” t’lvd.- ded I i 
drop the subject of Sally. ” Wlien do we .M.-.rr 
the night life V 

“ It doesn’t begin until after inidni-.:!u...,s„ 
meantime we might see a .sliow... or wluu ulH.«t -1. 

Or snooker*. *do you AiMcfic.ttn.H pluy it: V* * 

“ Sure we do—atul bent you at it, tiH)!*' 

“Right. That’s a ehallenge." 

Two houns later a taxi crawling thrtnr'h r h,- .! -i 
ed streets took them to a tall house dwnitS' 

bvMl^ «fj:n«land...n.ntevl for t!.,. ° 

Trafford H^s'goTSrShfron '"C*’''’'' 

activities.” 5’.ack«roufui for hh 

haired' man black- 

Purcell exchangcTr‘L''widsT 

then turned to present cTydl him in um, 

his first visit t^London!’^*'' American on 

been said that BritisrSoorand'eo"*'”*’’ ^'’*’**’ 
particular line, the smartest in rl ’ ”‘i"i **‘’‘V* 
cannot seem to dias^d!^! * they 

night life on his first visit to\tEn 

ready to be plucked Tk* rrnm a pigeon 

Clyde. P*“‘'*'ed. The stranger now boanu-don 

Mr. Wilson. ^°l’”thiJr‘lff ''*hh us. 

brought you to the riuht ^’’^fnd, Mr, Milroyd, 

he beckoLdtra'SttSlhV^t” ^ 

WHO came iip m%d relieved 
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them "Ivile hiul hi'mi ,i liftle 

surprijiei! t o hi^ar hinist^li' ;u!iirt''ssci} aiul 

Purcell as “ Milfi^yv! aiii! also iibsi'r\e that tfu* 
defective spoke uith a rather btiaul acciuvt. 

** I hit sup|'H>sed to he a Wi’|}"»io*dii Uiudfen iiuuui-^ 
faciurer iVi>tn Bradford/* lie uunuiiiri-d when 

they were, fiU' a moment, alone. Th * hard hearlei! 
Yorkshire man, i‘h 1 Bm a hit ’.otnheaded ihev iniauine 
.when i itia ‘Mtunwxi a crowd like this.** 

7‘hev h;ul funv passed into a lairae lamm where 
dancinp wars in pfos|iress» On a snutlf r...tisiai plat! man a 
coloutcii haiul wds playine ** Ihu musk\ d lu*re was 
t sprinklin|4 id* tmiforms id the variiUis services anu>nirst 
the dancers. 1‘he j^irls were Un’ely and very soignee. 
It all hulked ilecnrcuis, with no su|»i 4 ^\s!ion, Clyde 
thought, of “wild** night; life. Purcell gave him a 
wink. 

“This is jitsr a sort of hlini.h..wait itll you get into 
the gaming rooms/* 

“Would you care to dance? Mr* Wilson?** 
enc|uired their host* 

Purcell answered for him. “ I don*t chink dancing 
is iiiiite in Ins IiiH\.*he\! like a little flutter.** 

The man noiltled iinderstandingly* “Then we will 
go into one of the other rooms/'* At that moment a 
waiter came up to them carrying a tray* ** YouMl have 
a drink, won’t you ? There*s a highball* * * 

Clyde til 
It*s good 
sountry...eve 
warm/* 

Purcell drinking deeply from a stiff whisky and soda 
eemarked* “ You Americans don^t know how to drinK,, 
Cy. Fancy spoiling good whisky by putting cracked tee 
with it*“ 


^ok the glass and sipped appreciatively* 
too*«*fir8t IVe had since I came to^your 
ry thing In the liquid line here seems slightly 
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They all laughed and the tnnt^ ivhoni P,,' 
addressed as Monty- . lunv led then, into a .smaller 
on the right. ^ " 

‘‘Would vou like a. game o}'C.'!,e,nni v, Mr. Wik 

“ Which do you prefer t’ivd<' :isk-d I'urcel! 
ba z covered tables with a swii, keen ghuiee. as .l,' 

searching for .someone. 

“We’lPV -^1 *^^’'det(e. It’s gjr.tiid,’* ho s 

We 11 start with that, any wav, Cy." * " S’ 

j„ >, di the other room. \h,u know the v 

on t you. See you later," .said Mums as he moved 

In the adjoining room riiey iouusi a 1 
bothhn? round til., roulette tablof T 
Sg to =‘«dotnered in,., iheganio.Ch 

and asoft'^b^b^-T^**^ tnuhieen...\vitli blonde i 
and a soft babyish mouth, smiling up ;,e him. 

“ You’re new here, aren’t you I she asked. 

“ Yes. Why ?’• 

r ■' f”" '““'Si' Sr 

.ab,e"'SK™“a 'ho “nr.'’;" ”” 

liko a hTO SW clnpp...l I, or l», 

.bo orhol SI -Xla tei-L', "S’ 



MM 1 »’f «< MS'Kl'K).; 


S3 


She p'”'''*'*- '“I ‘•InniUl ft.ive UilUnved you...l can 

sec you are lnek% ...O' H.ti sli.tll vew back next?” 

‘‘Tlie bl.K k. 1 lliink, ,uul impair.” 

“Tiien I’lit cuiintei". un U»r me, too.” 

“liviH'i ihrv h»'!h lt*st, IJnfortunately, 

, 1 ^^, ivul tor f.> o.ivo him the ctmtU'ers for her stake. 

Shcam.iuu.J, however (u in,. ntcl him ^ ^^at 
tunnlnns rather Clyde 

as !u' was ju ov ikine,; liie » ntuiter'' hc^an to lose. 

“1 lUU'.i i’U'. suiiu- more cutmters,” he said, rnoving 
away tVoin I lie tilde. At th.«' moment Purcell clapped 
him on (iu* ^houhU-r. 

"I’ve been w.iiehiny ytni. lad, ..your end of the 
table .seems duroed unlucky ..better come and share 
these with me.” And he chuckled as he showed a pile 
an mers. Theti he steered Clyde to another part of 

vamp,” he added in a low voice d ‘ 

oil’ your hones, but she catt see that 1 know her y 

Clysie shrtigtjrd his shoulders. “I’m not such a mutt 
as you think. 1 saw throiish her PP"®’ 
always he suspicUmsol baby blue eyes tn j 
£’ S.,.U.:..lv h,- Kripp.a Puree I by, the arm 

“whv...w!iat an extraordinary coincidence. 

“What b it ?” . 

"Dovousee that boy .at the front of the tab e 

in the middle, ju«t leaning forward... 

“Yes ?” The detective's voice was sharp. 

“l ie’s KOI an extraordinary resemblance to that guy 

in Rio who was *' , , 3 tn a 

“Knifed ?” The detective's voice had dropp 

whi.sper. _ . Of course he 

“Yes. It’s an l^es are almost idem 

looks much younger, but the features 
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tied And that isn’t a!l...thaf fori-it-n Inokin- 
with him with the slaminit eyes... I’ve seen him hel« 

“Can you remember where.’” 

“Let me think. It was .sonve place in Rio.” 
uwT- together in an efiort oi nunur 

Wait...Ivegutitnow. It was in the C.isino at 

Copocabano he wa.s plaving Cniii/uhni with a part 

Brazilians.” ' 

“Was the boy with him thenl" 

I’ve never .seen the l\.v before.,. Imt it's 

resemb ance that struck me. Perhaps I've go! that af 
on the brant. It s just a strung,* eoinckleiuv.” 

I^’ow, do vou kn 
why I brought you here to-nighf.’” 

“On your business, I suspect.” 

“You know who they are?” 

mrtiihrff "odded. “Yes. You don’t. Anc 
MW thp g ^ wanted your first impression.s when y 
He rubhf 4 ^ y«t‘ would see that re.sembianci 

hered'’"^” W-dater on...Lce’8 clear out 

mysteS?" mo?c sonu-iliing of tl 

rather recklessly ind'^rk'^f i” *'*•’ K‘t«'Lh 

amer recWessly and the foreign looking guy with him 

his fuU^tkle— Bart., to give hi 

the sly eyes is B^nehman wi 

siy eyes, is Sir Reginald’s tutor, Raoul Escande." 
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nVl'R flu- In.u lu-oti 4 ? f.ri-v'tiikrs !’nt*rv ihm* 

^ lumi.' .in iiuiftiiE.il'U' kIouhi. ly^u- usuiUiy 

somcwh;.! uK.nsiv,- in hw ...Ikafumr.s h.ul nut spokffl 
a wora since tin- i» ..1 c*.nmu-.uea. ‘J*'* 
jaundived. he n u.nded ui.h dist.iMe llu* UhhI ' 
set k-U>iT him. .Auvrnn- emlv shuhtiv rspentnucd in 
such mailers svu'.iKi h.ive 

from a pronounceii h.mUk'ver. M- Lss.iiui » 
beside liim hmk less i.iuiulieed ^ 

M,.. V. ..... .V... ™;,n.i S 

time tu time she sUl.ti. si k« U',H .nui M- •. U,. was 

glanced ip a pm:;levl wav at t^wenjessel. But. 
absorbed in ‘houi;hts of his own. Looking down tht 
table he remarked ahruptlv- _ 

"A party of evacuees is coming this afternoon." 

“This afternoon! Why. this is a 
kenhurv came out of her reverie. m ~ playful 

to have k. pt it such a secret.” She shook a pfaynu 

forcitni^cr in his ilircciiotn 

Jeswl raised his Brows. mkl Vo^ircfr! 

you all kuew...forgive distLh you. 

her. 1 assure you they will nut m tn^ Meaker, 

1 have been discussing the to occupy 

the housekeeper, for some days. , _ ^ ^ -q doubt 

the South winK...they will be to themselves... no 

they want privacy an much fii weao* 

“Where are they from r ^ „ 

“wStepney,..niothers as well as the children. 

85 . ■ * 
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“I wish 1 ctnild hclp.,.ri! liwc' 
the evacuees.’’ Sallv broke in ilim 
at Mrs, Rrackenhurv. Did tuA lu-r imu- hm 


hin» fot 


■; wholly 

she 


to her employer ! 'Vo her iwliei, 
smiled graciouslv. 

is a Hen.Hi idea/’ ‘rnrfun-, 
added, This invasiivn tvi t:-\‘,u‘uec;'s will naikr i j 

extra %vork for your Malf. lVrha|.s \fiss w'vnjl.'a.n nm 
be of service.’ ™" 

“I should appreciate it: I an, certain, Mi.s Wvn 

dham, you would be invaluaMe...ut .;ani,in.. and 

all that, 1 II speak to Mrs. M. aio, r .fltt i luiu h/’ * 

j . ^ f ii'iere was « ten nine 

tude m Sally's voice. She luui tun UAt happy since she 

arrived at Grey.stukes Priory, sin- was reM!e^^. hn£ 
odo war work, and liad privately piaiin. d th ,r Xf 
this visit was oyer she wouhl leave Mrs. BruckenlX 
and ]om one oi the women’s sen ices. As soon as the 
meal was ended Jesse! sent for Mrs. Mi-.ikei who 
obviously pleased to have extr.i assist., nee. bore isiS 
off to the South winu to inspeci tin- arr.tnr-'mei.ts unde 
for the reception of the evaciuas. Uo,Ae huH ieJ iS 

bu.v andjS;jS w™:!::', 

emlwras'sed'“si?^“'^' 

A siiflidence. ”1 uomkr, 

^rLltl- to diseuss. . . bn, .U. J 

something that you ought to know.” 
will b?SS here” 'V 

interrupt you.’’ If heXas isudi '‘I * T 
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hope voii ifiitik I atii int^^rfi*rin *.5 in ;i 

matter \vl)ich u> in* ini' Ciatv^-rn oi iuiiu% Xir. jcsscL 
Blit I feel siiri‘ that u is in Rei:* 4 if’s intensts as well 
as your own ■* ■ 

^‘RiWie's iuivivht,"' hv ititcrrnpieil slmrply, *‘\Vhat 
has he been doitir’ tiowT’ 

is fur yuu tu find uuf. base I was 

unable to sleep. ! was feelini» a little er nervy/" It 
wiuikl have been nearer ibe itnirk cu have said that she 
had indi,uestion fruiu eating too heavy a tneal *ihndin|,^ 
sleep impos.sihh\ 1 dtnided to n\nL It must have been 
about ^ o'clock in tlte mortunj4 that I heard a 
powerctl ca,r coiuiiHt alonit dte road*. It is so intensely 
still down here in the niultr, aiul it: was the only sound 
I had heard fur ht>urs, 1‘he car seemed to me to stop 
at the Iodide jtates. Then, after a time, I heard foot^ 
steps coming alona the drive**^ I felt curious* Switch- 
ing off my light, I pulled back the black-out curtains 
and looked out* It was misty and dark but was able 
to see two figures cross the Terrace and evidently go 
round to oiHMd'ihe side entrancei* I,. .1*. .recognised 
them/' 

Jessel rtwi* to his fVeti looking gravely perturbed*- 
*‘You ineatt that it wms my nephew .and— and— ** 

''And his tutor, Monsieur Egcande/kshe concl-oded. 

‘*But you miglu have been mistaken***lt might have 
been twi> of the servants*. .you. could not distinguish 
them clearly ,, JiWgive me if I seem to doubt your story, 
Mrs. Brackenbury, but I can hardly credit th:i8.** 

“You mean, perhaps, that you don’t want to credit 
it.” she replied shakinK her head. “Unless I were abso- 
Imcly certain I should not have mentioned this matter 
to you at alL*.A» ViHi know, M. Escande walks with ,a 

slitihtlimp; Reggie has a tall quite distinctive figure. 
There is no mistake about it, I assure you. 

l ie nodded. “Forgive me...but I feel so distracted 
at what you have told me.” He paced the room m 
agitation. “What can be behind it ? 
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Mrs. Brackenhury was an cspcrt at this form of r«vl 
tion. It was obvious that u lu-tiuT slu- was allowod 
not, her conhdenccs wore not (o be eh . a' Iced. 

■ “Please go on, Mrs. Brackenlnirv.” 

••■Then I nni.st say I think your faith in that Frenr 
tutor IS mispkced. He is the last man in the wor d 
should select to have Che care of a bov vho ra2 
such careful traming an ‘ ^ 

f^'nimend him,” she .said drib 
He has a sly look. He is le., ditto .h,, 

ways, I am convinced. HeL-eie h.ui .i nieht mir W 
night and must have Iwcn drinking heavily. ..didn't ym 
notice that he was suffering from hangc.ve; t^ 

I thought he wa.s not looking well hut he 1™ 
always been so delicate and h.,d Jtis “oti ” day s. I, t 
occurred to me that...” he pausetl. ^ 

Reggie will have fewur **t*i#r^* /!«» it' »K . * 
sent off altogether she I ^ that tutor is 

of humour. ’ an mwxpvcivd ih.h 

delayd’^^He ^r^ his^fin;’'*’'‘' without 

distracted gesture t hi SfSke '"f ' 

scrip, a„d rrfSi K tf "'‘'I' 

to know what was in fit e . s j ^ .y*'-'* <‘*t>*‘t'wd vinuigli 
upheaval of dismissinB ’i ^ it'’*” the 

tutbr for Reggie. It would bnlt’ ”ui <•*»»’<}»« 

his researches. He was ° ’■n’P interrupt 

He was, obviously far mure ituerestedia 
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the dead and Kuiic than thv present baronet who 

was livinit ! 

“I shouldn’t waste any time in making an enquiry,” 
she remarked siunifu antly. 

“An enqtiiry ! It what yon say is true.,. there is 
only one course opi-n to me. Itseande must go. \et...hc 
is the only *'ne who has ever heeit able tit manage Reggie 
in the outbursts ot tingovcrnahle tempex he has irom 
time to time. 

“b there insanity in the family I” enquired 
Mrs. Hrackenhury. 

Jessel thished and looked annoved m this question, 
which he considered an impertinence. 'I here were blots 
on the family escutcheon which he had tried to conceal 

as far as iHis^ihlc hi the he was cunipiling. 

“There is no iiuesiion onnsairity in Reggie’s case/^ 
he said distant 

Mrs* Brackenlniry was not ^sensitive, and c|uite 
unaware that she wan Being rehylledt jtist then* 


‘‘That’s one of the indications of insanity,” she 
declared, believing that she was being helpful. Ihose 
outhur-sis of temper.. .occurring penodically...are a 
very grave sign. 1 lave ymi ever taken him to a mental 
specialist 1" 

‘T have never considered that necessary. 


His words were so curt, his rnanner so distant that 
even Mrs. Hrackenhury began to think she must appear 


tactlcHS* 


“I'm very sorry if my remarks seemed indiscreet,” 
she sallMing. “krhajs 1 ought «ot to have told ^ou 
that 1 saw those two coming home in 
Ikic 1 thought it was something you should know. 

‘Tndeed, you did right to speak of it. And I am 
most grateful to you.” 





the acad and wun. f h.- r'-‘ ‘ 

was living! 

“I ^luuilvhdt ».«-.(>• .tnvtHiH- m wak.m; an uuiu.rv. 

she remarkfd Munilu.intlv. 

“Aumuiur^! U ''' l!*! 

IS the t»nH hv luin troin 

intbcuuilnirsts Mt imwuM-uul'U- 

tiiuc ti> tinu'- ^ * 

-1h then- ui-^.tn.n m *li«- iamily ‘-nqiarixl 

Mrii* Brtickmhitry* 

lost! iluslu-d .»Jul Un.kvd ..Htuni-a af 
whidi he ceniMden-a an 1 here 

on the hunilv e^c.tcluon whnh he luul 
as far as possible n» the hjsti»ry he was Ci-mptimK. 

“•rhere is no epu-stion i.t insanity in Retttiic’s ««c.” 
he said disi.iniH'. 

Mrs. HraekeJtbury svas 
unaware that she was beinp. rcbwtk'd, just then. 

“I hat’s one th the imlieations »f ,‘‘',T*‘»ThSe 
declared, believinp that a 

outbursts ol mental 

very prave sipn. Have yott ever taken nnn 

specialist T* 

•‘I have never ennsidered that necessary. 

His words were so curt, his ap 

even Kirs. Brackettbury be«»«» to thtnk sht mu 

tnctlcsSs 
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But as he opened the door for 
glanced at his face, and was swiftiv 
was not in the least grateful. 


her to depart, slij 
convinced that he 


I ve been trying to interfere in a inuitet 
that doesn t concern me,” she thought, “'rhat is win 
you get for trying to be helpful !” ''' 



I HAl’ i i H KlU 


tliMUjih smallhad an air 
oi’ luvni'Y .tnumnu-ii .ilnuist 

Solomon him'.rh 


HI IU>N‘> I'Hu’i 


i'll .uiuunt ts> opulence’} 

.VH hi Inn Oil ;i nwn who was willing to 
fend his iellow er«'.uunn .unthinw from £1 ‘ ^ 
on their note of h.tuil aloiu' 
smile. 


..M.MH *-.• £1^0 

wore a perpetually afiable 


He smiiiHi now as hr coitsidereJ his 
tinjiin the deep le.uher chair which faced ins desk. 

“1 mucli reiiret, Monsieur, that I cannot accept any 
more of Sir Heuinald jrssrl's l.O.U’8.” 

"Yovi won't .ulvancr u»...l mean him, any more 
money.” 

“That is esattiv what I mean.” 

“Hut why? Vous n'avcs pa* raison-.the boy will 
inherit an enormtms fonunc'— " 

“ ff he inherits,*' put in Benin dr^Y* 

“t Hon’i understand. You never raised this point 

At, a a-,n't m.k. »nv »J73»‘SS: fi* 

moM careful emiutrks. I here i» no a 
thought. But 

of us appeared to have i-l» It struck 

the hoy the other "^f^t W MontV ^ 

forciWv then, that he ^**®^*'^ l„ ^;ij not be able 

that it’ he pfestnt 

stay the pace.” ^is ms 

“You're afraid he U nde shrugged 

rity? Quelle hk-c...cest ^ic»l^ j^ethingels 

shoulders impatiently. "There rouse 
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There is nothing else. ! h.u,’ nuiwh,* 
sider one of my rare mistakes ifi .ulvanein- this nion e 

Monsieur...thek)y isamm^ e<ml.i iu>r rrcnvvrnC 

thing it he died before coming into tlu* estate. ” ' ^ 

Just as you wisln Nchh! ! renniui 
that on his prospects, he CiHikl raise numev in nthw 
quarters. ^ 

^ ^‘Probably. That is no longer my affair. And 
since you are arranging these mat fers on his Indnilfl 
must tell you that .1 wish to redeem the nunievs I hw 
advanced to Sir Reginakld^ 

Escande spranK to his feet with ati t-vdam.>tion 
You can’t do this." ' 

Beron’s smile became more marked. "1 can't vou 
say . We shall see when I have presenfevl the l.O.U's 
to Sir Reginald’s guardian.” ^ 

‘‘iW"'- His 

ucmblmg. lt...it.,.wouldn’t he any good, Heron.,. 



lak., ,h,,i.k 

TTVi^n * T 1 f tntend to risk is losiar mv 

moneys. I shall take action at once.” *’ ^ 

thissum~”°*^ atonce...yQU must give me time to find 

KdreS twentv°r four 

nunarea and twenty.five pounds to 1 h« cx.ict.” 

mistakeY’^*^'^^ ''t™ 

last he looked up. ^ conskieted. 
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“I Inui* an 
‘‘Thati*' 

“it’yovi '„:ivc nu* a litiU- 1 flunk i Hi*e a way t’o 

rais^'' f kt* aa"N . 

**How nuu'h I iintn. J'lelievi* tiH*, Munsknir, 
matter is nr-: nf. lama filthiness man» mU a phiiaii** 
thropist.” 

“No tme t\a r hnspectiH.! vpu iif heim^ a I'llulantluip 
pisr;’ Muil MMTuln liH^kina. ai the iuher mans bland 
oilv'iaee with an t^spresslpn i»i hairnd. Ihit as what you 
call a business man* vmi muHi realise that you do risK 
kuinHallvuu advanced If you lake the mailer ti> tbe 
bov’s'uncle, 1 should lose my juh* vou see, tor 

all our intereMs, ii is hefier that^ I should he given* 
chance to get the money for youd' 

‘dlow dt> ViUi pfiipose to do this T* 


**That is mv affair/* 

“It’s mv Hlf.iir, too, it seem*. 1 'f/d 

put oir with excoM'H a»a promises. 
shrcwdlv at tin* otlter man. ‘ Str iU'titnaU ha* no 

the whole of the money* 1 take ic ? 

HscanJe shruKut-a, ami turned his 

avokliuK tlte moncy-iender’s Klance. He made no rep y. 
“1 ias all i1h‘ money -fjonc V* 

“Of course it has...Think I’ve got a secret hoard 
somewhere?" 

“l...understand.’' Beron considered 
fully, nothing the restless eyM, the l^ng , . i,ad 
the Imrn gambler. “You’ve been t^^htog that boy baa 
wav.s. I'sc.inde," he added abroptly* 
enough of his own, I’d say. without adding gambling 

tu them/* * 

ra.e hU f«t. -'How tfe £»« y '>> 

been spent is not your business, Beron. 1 sha 
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it that those LO.Lh's are I -^ive vou ^ 

word of honour.** ^ 

Beron nodded, lotikitv^: >cepr ieal abtuu: such doubt- 
ful security. ^‘Ne%'er ntind ahiuit vuur \Vi>rd of lu>nour 
How soon can you pay me?’* i 

** i hat may take st>me Wi-i’ks.,J caiinof saw I only 
know that a way otit has occurred fo^ nuu Only :dveme 
time. ..y5u must idve me tiriie,'* 

Solomon sat: tor some nuiinriiis in t!n>udil. He 
had a ^quality often finnui in motu*\4i lulers he wan 
soniethirrj; of a psyciHdiWtist . lie knew that the French 
man was not hlyilin<>, that lu* had, iu tnind, some 
deiirute plan for firtdin «4 the money. 

‘‘Very well/’ he said. ”1 ^ive you a iVw weeks, ai 

youaskd* ■ 

Despke^ this^ concession iiscando^s miiuh dorint 
the whole of the journey tVom l .ojuUui to iuawstukes 
was racked with aimkty. (»rave bHitcs laced him' 
Everything now depended upon lunv Reggie woiili: 
react to his plan. There was boiuud to diiticuky,. 
lucky he knew how to handle the hoy* If tadv he dii! 

not come up against that carious obsitnafc streak ii 
his nature. 


^ ^ On arrival krwent stTaiglu up to Reggie*^ studv 
eeing his- pale troubled face* Reggie demanded. 

‘*HelIo...anytbmg wrong!** 

Old Solomon won*t advance us aiiothe 

sou, the ccchond* 


‘‘Why?* 

1 . » P^eftil to withlmh! the reason, *‘0K, 

uu fbat he doesnT wane to wait no Icau* fo 

nis money* * 

«*■*? motic^ 

made'IlWKi”44tf‘*®* difficult times. Thi- wur ha 
made all the diffetence. I doubt if I coukl ncsoiiat 



.MnriVh, 


9S 


with anyone clsf. I have kmnvn Solomon IVron for 
years*. Wln-n 1 ini rcKlueeJ him to you, it was quite 
ea^to eet the loatv-... after I had explained the posi- 
tion to him." 

“But he’s sure oj Ids seeuritv... that's all these hlish- 
ters want isn’t, ii 

“He wants ti preat deal more, Rei'”ie...lht^whole of 
his money hack within a lew weeks. We’ve «ot to find 

it somehow.” 

“Rot. We eait’t find it. ..unless we have a run of 
lucl<...n e ini;;lu , 'tni know. “It I’d kept on the red 
last lime 1 should lta\ .■ eome home witli a packet. You 
know I’e'e a little system my own, and next 

time ” 

“There won’t In- atty next time, Rej^gic. We haven’t 
anything to gamhle with. And it we* don t get the 
money for Beron he threatens to tell Mr. JesscI every- 
thing.” 

Reggie started. “Tell... uncle... I say, you’re only 
bluffing.” 

“I’m not. It’s tlie truth. He means it, and we’ve 
got to find smne way out of this mess.” 

“We must find a way out. ..if the old man got to 
know he’d made my life hell. For the next few years 
he’d have me watched as closely as if I were m a con- 
centration camp. ..There’s only one thing to oe 
done...” 

“Ehhien?” 

“I’ll have to sell the car...it'll cramp our style, 
Eticande, .stop our trips to town for a time, but we ti 
think out some way to get over that.” 

Escamle’s face did not express unbounded teEef at 
this very simple solution, “That’s no good, mon ami. 

“No good...what do you mean 1 She’d fetch four 
hundred anywhere.” 
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'''>J in hi}?; 


‘Mt*.,.it,.aHn*t eruMi*.:!!.’' 'Tin. 
out of the Freiichmar\'s 

Rcgpiie swun^ ruuiul. Susni^-Fiji [■ 

‘‘How much do 1 ovvo T' 

liscandc raisfd isis h,»i)|.!,.rs luul flini.; vnit his haml. 
I was aoout to explain.” ^ 

tlKfiZ?’*' H-.nu ,u know 

pf’s...il’.s inurt' ti,on \nu .■•.p.s-i, i i 

didn t want to worry vou...us- .dv r j, ,,j , ' '■ 

doubli^Kwhatwy•d horr..^^.d " ‘ 

“How much, danm \ ou 
“I'ourtccn hundrt\i poutuis.” 

“God! You can't mean that." R,...<,i,. r-m I™ 
fingers through Ip mane of red hair... " Vun's'aid weh d 
not gone beyond a k-w hnndrcds...vvh.u 's In-come of h 
money ? I haven’t had ii.” ' ™ 

“You’ve had more than you Ivlieved. l^egeie. And 

you know our plan was to share the prv>ii(s..,ii ’l hadn't 
had such a cursed run of hati luck, vve wtniki have been 
well up and have some hundre.is to play with..." 

the wi?T ’5 tlamned ro(...hH>ks t., me as tlmudi 

the whole thing s a plot,..vou suggested u ,- shoul w 
advances. . .you introdi,.-,. 1 <1 «« 

.,,.a r ' . uuroaiutvi oolonnm In-ron tu me 

SVmDtOm« nf UlUUd. I Svaildt* kurW lb' 

befe h. .vioipp?; 

in a low soothing 


uMoecne Decame violent. He wet 

tag OP h„ .houHcr, a„J 


o^pWn°eYevf,'y,h!S!.R”i;l;X; .."'“.‘L'. 
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Wr Mrt intf i4 th%% i^^ihcr if we only full 
together. me*" 

{ItH Uuv^.* I'vrli^K -f^eenieii luilt eloHed, but 

his eyes were !i\ej nii the lHe%‘ with an almost mpmenc 
sfitre. Ver% i^eniH he ininliril him inin a chair*. /*Sit 
/,et 4 ilfiink*.. 

**Makeii a niilt tmr liirti/* innmhknl Re|»|{ie siilkuly* 

From a hi.Uiiij phw'r hrhtiut Mmie Kmksi in^thc 
cuphouni Iwvjiuie 11^4 mu a Imule nt whhky* Belorc 
pourim: etii i!ie ^inrii he piif in fhcuhnis a rather larger 
shot than nnual t!u* ih^pe which My i|iiick!y Hoothea 
ilcgcieio i!p**e aiu! had given hncanJc the repu^ 

tatkm u( iving able ie> hundle hin iHuhreakn better than 
anyone ulse. 

Reggie had hecttine iiiittr di^cik again when Escande 
once more hruac bed flu' nuhjecc nl Beroid?^ loans* It 
would have hem hrtirr, hr knew, to avoid h day 

’Of two... htu ttirrr wmi* lime to be losti anci ois p' 
to retttrn the mmtrv required Reggie*s cooperation* 


**I kntnv 4 hr Her wav imi* mon ami than your sugges^ 

tiun of sOIijiii ih.' Viir. Th;tr would be an 
!,acriticf...lH’t*jdr'. how could vou do it 
imck‘ knowinu and i{uc»tioning you ? No, 1 bav 
idea.. .a pcricctlv Hjinplr, utraiBhtforward idea 

"Wiiat i. ii M Lce nothing straightforwatd about 
thi.H husinc!**, Hiunil." 

itNCandc ignored thi* comment. f^^^^^'QreystU' 
than four v.ar« vou will inherit a big fortune.-.t^reystu 
kfs Friorv and everything in lt—«vcrytmn«. 

•’What alnnit ill All I know that neatly our 

ytnirs is the ilrvil of a time to watt,.* _ 

'•Then...why wait?” ^Z®*®*^* 
him. hb voice had dropficdto a whisper. 

“What are you getting aO** 
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“Why not sell somethin'.; tluit heIoi5};s lu vou, 
Reggie...something that will jnu vouiti hinds h.ru long 
time to come and pay ofF Beron as well.” 

RtT'Sic sat tip in his chair. “Is tliat all. ..ami vou 
talked of a aood plan. You .su^Kcst 1 shoiiKi sell mic of 
the family picture.s under the vt rv nose of I 'ncle. What 
rot.’’ 

“_t never mentioned pictures, Ret''..;ie...l was think, 
ing of something else.” 

“Something else.”’ 

“Yes... die Cilastonhury diamoiu!." 



CHAPTl-H XIV 




l\ink aj-ain.” 

“1 h.iv ■ thiuivilit vi'fV c.m-!uUV- U nn 

"Siirclv viut kiunv llu- ^ I*’’’'''’,''. ’‘’5^ 

lu'irliwm in ih'* H v;i*! a » ^ ‘ j moon, 

"Al,, I.U 1 1 nS’.".an”k«pt llie 

f;uiuly iinwln are kept M nafe in Ms 

jiamoinl whicli V‘’ur iiiu-ln « J ^ 

Hnulv..Jk.unv..oo.th.- *'„y fall on the 

t'. vvsHik. s I’rwrv •♦r b.ul > “• *utKr8t>tion» about 


faniou'' Hionm. Ah 
purpose very wt-ll. 

‘•SuilH owpurrowr’ 

Tbfa ke mSmeathentois- 

inenuiil. ’ Witli Ufa f^tLw «»«»' 

nire that h;ul **, how we can dispose 

hold of that siane, Reggie—* - . of much value. 

ofh...we1laeia«tH»d price,t^ 

,«ur‘Srr‘'Ho» 1 i» ^ 


ff 
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“Take it from your uncle^s safe.^* 

“Do you it? 

“Ma foi, what a suggestion! How can you steal ais 
object that is yours by right?’^ 

“Well, it isn^t mine yet and I can tell you there 
isnT an earthly chance of my getting my hands on it, I 
say, why don^t you have a shot at annexing it, since 
you think it's so easyd^ 

“But, my friend, if 1 was caught in the act of 
taking it..df it were found in my possession why I should 
be arrested for stealmg,.,whereas if you were discovered 
with it, it could be passed off as a boyish prank. 'Fhere 
would be no question of punishmeru in your case* 
But.. .there is no need for any discovery to he made.’* 

“No discovery— -when uncle finds it has been 

taken!** 

“He needn*t know about it. Your late mother 
had the gem set in a bracelet. This we will cake to 
London...we can have the diamond copied*. *the bracelet 
can be replaced in the safe...and no one—except ourr 
selves, need be any wiser,'* 

Reggie was silent pondering over the plan* He' 
passed his hancl distractedly over his brow, llie drug 
had made him feel hazy, he had a strong disposition to 

sleep. 

“That was a pretty stiff shot of whisky you gave 
me,** he remarked yawning, 

“Yes, yes, you needed it to pull you together. 
Now, tell me, do you agree T* 

“Shouldni*t knowhow to open the safe/* 

“I shall get your uiicle*s keyi,** 

“But how- ** 

“Never mind. That is my part In the affaird* 

“You seem to have thought of everything. You're . 
a pretty bad egg, you know, Raoul How much is the 
diamond worth do you think ? ** 



M >r!VK » *»R MIJHJJRH 
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Fsc'uu!.* «avf him ;» nwift jilanctt from beneath his 
I lifs Oh...a»»u* three ihausand pounds, 

larroweu u.i-*. » 

“ I\i an idea it 'v.is Winih more than that. 

“ Prohabh . Ihn iSu* wav I shall have to sell h,..the 
tewe muM P-*' , takc...ip all 

diliereitt Irosn seUinjj a Rem on the market in the 

Drdinarvwav.” _ 

“Three flunisatid, eh f Perhaps it’s worth trying 
f,,r It wutiUl be i'UStinR one over Uncle, anyhow. 
I've seen httn stiow the diamond to people...it 11 be 
funny to see lu<« wloatinvt over a fake smd spouting abou 
its history.” I U- Rave an unpleasant laugh. 

“ Ah. Reggie you have the right spirit. You are 
what you s' all in I'.tigland, a sport. 

'‘Pm not sure th.it Uncle would call me that.^ 

“ Never mind what sout uncle think8...he is not 
understanding of vou...he gives you too small an allow 
ancc. He does not care about you. 

“Tliere’s no love lost ^^*5? “1* back 

again. His eyelids lelt heavy. He threw bims^t 

in his chair. A‘ at 
door and a matd-servant entered- 

Escande. . . j- 

Mr. J««rl v-oaU HI' “ “ 

liHWnde ri.itr ti> hi. he turned to 

at; once.” When the girl OoTnething wrong again... 
Reggie, “Wonder at fault now...’ 

Perhaps it’s your deportment that s sleepily- 

“Silly old lighter.’’ 

Esemdt went otif soMy domng found him pac- 

When he entered perturbed, 

up and down the curtly. 


Sir.” 


ing up 

“PUaii#. sit down 
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'>i' lU'plhHv 
'I - l-.-o his car 
- i‘,ir s.imcday 
; 'iiuiik- too 
Us is .1 ijrcat 


li.'icnndc' «lcritvd .n, hint .shat I'iv. i 1 v, ,s Inv, • 
ably cuiiricinis uith him. aiui i> h 1 . 

this ubrupi i^ri'ctisisa. lie uaiu-J u; :!i jui.. 

.{(.'ssol’s first Hurds v.ar.' uui ris.s'.ii* t" '• i i 

wry srnivucuinpIaiKt f. t.-.d . c ,.,V Nh 

I haw ivasun to K-ii= vatii.it u evurt!- i t ' 

trust 1 hau roiHHCsl hi vuu.- 

Tlif hrcnchiiiaH hnvi-r. ii hi., , v, s • in,, , • 
more cknulv. I du .tut .Hu,h-rsf..,uf.'*' 

Iwo days vuti vv, i,- n vcith nu iutU,, 
crec'pni}» back hen- in tin- carlv daw ti. y . ,ii li J 1,1 
out you had prulsahiv Un u .u 1 undun, d lut's,. 

I obserwd that HcjjKi,. horn tr.u , ■, oi h.u n • dnini- f 
much... I k. l„: i" h 

shock to me .that yut. should have h-d !u,u..str.,v fm 

h.s tutor...Huvv.-vcr..u,,h,nr.l r.in s.u vv.li imd;'^ 

wiono you haw dune. It is suiiu n-m fu.iddthitl 
wish you to leave fheystukos mn,n di.iu h...H.,hu i 
you plea.se, seeinj. mv nephew .04.101. ” 

EscandeTuf f ‘'"I’ressivelv. [ „n: ids speech 

Lscande had done some rapid tliinkite . He ! ol , 

quick alert brain and was ;n once re.idv ui'h his reply, 
said whh aS’h!« ” 

you will I ,"‘'“1 u.n knuvv the tnith 

suspicions.” ' ‘ to me lurvuur cruel 

“I know the truth. 1 want ««, excuses.” 



“What affair?” 



I ’ U .r ■■'i-nvv'/ifrv. C4nifvt\ whi‘t^ I 

'"■''"I" 'i' thi '”i *'•'"■ r‘’''h‘v 

heard ?’' , , ,, ,, ,j,.a<s a sfnse cluvaii'...- » 

decided U’ -e ' jJi^cHia.ild. f think you 

rtreatde.d ni y* ' __ ^ ;uv.iv iVutn this wuinan. 

^ill ;ulm>|. I -a. d. Hnt even tunv we 

And! '■"'“",1 in‘t i.iei ...Votir lu'idnnv lt;ks it wn 

v, 

' W rir'vter rSe,,.: 

you an apohntv. .Mr l.-sse! if I Itave pre- 

“l, tnn. .nnst I thought was for the 

best." I Iv ‘ ntne Reggie in the part he 

quieting, Jj, \„h- e questkShim about the 

musrplav. slu'uKi ‘'’'• /"V r..iu»ed to h« accused ot 
alleged .dfair • \V^v‘rH innocen Supposing, 

disgracelul hehavtov . searching enqm- 

on the other hand. % ■ esccwvred it to be false Z 
ties into hts storv ‘ his plan, but it was 

He knew thetr were to. HV .mir of the moiuent. 

!h‘ V.. . h.; , o..n .Hh* oir^on .he .pur u^f 


And it had tn»v advantage 
fl-iusiltle. . not antici' 

'I hvtt something h.ippcncd^ftaj 

loi.dwa .hr hrll « ■'" .rith Reffiie M 

“ We must talk this matt®’ o 
once,” he said. _ . j^jg heart was 

rhv frenchman was . forgive me... is 

pounding e jenc*. I already 

wise I have his matter to a living soul 

him that I will not mention tnat 
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missal. It was your duty to toll im-.'* '''®“ 

There was a knock on the iloor m I •. 
appeared. ^ '» J^wvaat 

Jesse7-!'ld^''&l"f'* ^ to him at once- 

a ^ ^'“•' turned to liscatuie “i i ', 

with him. Why should he try to diadn- me ?•'' 

I am cemSiha “f Vu fpnt’k 'to^ h;;7d"‘*‘”'f •' 
now, all I have done wilfbri, !■ , fv"" 

Out of sheer perversity, he will ref«,s; to o£y/- 

<. ^ ‘ft»t he doesn't refuse ’» 

don’t inrenT;"bUrhSd‘’m Vo« 

get his confidence. There are ’i'”’”' *•“ ''nt‘ "'antto 
When this matter has blown this, 

gotten the woman Ln I '^hen he Im for. 

reasonable.” ’ »ore likely tube 

him w4^?aSjybrowr'^'‘‘* 

very much to heart, Monsieur!’^ * taking this matter 

And I know the right line hsr saymg that, 

cate situation like the prlslnt.” ‘ *' 

jou do.*^^\&rReg^t comeiln^^^^ ojfcnded. •• Glad 
tumty to see what limTf® ? ^ ***’»!* haw an oppor. 

i.^hall find f heSfororK** No dS 

difficult.” ofher occasions when he is 

words. He was ^leatj^nchbr^ *b *4^ contest of 

' Clenching his hands tightly and 
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kicin-' himwlf for the onbal which lay brfore him. 
Re.'ritT kmnvitit: notlunw t'f the Htory he had put up, 
would unkiunviusilv betray him.... 

The heavy duur mwhur open noiselessly, the servant 
.appeared aijaifu 

“ I'm sorry, Sir ilegtnaUl is .asleep, sir.. -I tried to 
rouse him...h««— he seems in a sort of stupor...” 

Escande got up ijuickly. 'I'o Jesse! he said on low 

tones, ”l cart esplaitt... 

” It doesn't mutter,” jessel said to the servant... 
"There's nt> need to rotise Sir Reginald just now. 

“ Very good, sir.” 

“ Whetr tire m.in had gone out, Escande put in be- 
fore he cotdd be tjuesiioned. 

“ It's true.. .he is in a sort of stupor. He wem 
into one of his rages.-.was getting violent so I gave him 
a sedative," 

“ You must have given him a big dose.’ 

" He reacts wry quickly to bromide. When he 

awakes you’U find he’s quite reasonable. 

"In that ease we had better leave this discussion 

until to-morrow," „ , 

"Ju., .. ,m, Mr. ^ 

gave a stiff little bow and with his c ^ , wipe 

out of the room. In the corridor h P, ^ 
the moisture from hi» forehead. ®^“PP"^ould 
mauvais tfou," he murmured, or as Keggie 

say, "That was a very close shave 1 



CHAPTER XV 

*pHE imprension thiit the firjii of^^tEcvstukes 

^ Priory made on the cvacitren was not favimrahle* 

“Coo, Muio, stX a %iioU ^ntn it !** asked om ^nnll 
urchia.^ And looking at the grey towers aivi austere 
Imcaofthe uncient building he drew ck"mrr to his 
mother. This impressknt rapidly vimished with the^' 
warm welcome they received*, Their i|uaiters iit the. 
South wing were extremely comliirlable* gue with 
flowers in every room. Sally had selecied the hooks 
and toys for the children. Her kindly luMri wan sinick 
with pjty when she saw the pale pinclwil iaces {)i the 
little East-'cnders, and the shabby tired mothers, Not 
that they appeared at all depressed, for fhe cockney 
spirit is irrepressible. 

As Sally came forward smiling a greeting, obser- 
ved that a Press photographer was with die fxirty. 
Evidently a newspaper wanted a “wtory** alxtut the 
arrival or the evacuees with the historical Ctrevsfukes 
Priory as a striking background. As ibey prrpaivii to 
group on the Terrace, Sally saw a famlliiir liguia*, a tall 
man with a freckled good-humoured fiice i ler heart 
missed a beat.^ it was Clyde MonctiefE Whai %vas he 
doing here I Evidently he had come with ftiv p.mv.,. 
indeed he seemed to be in charge of k. At thr mouvmt 
be had taken a refractory baby from a mother who had 
, mree other youngsters ainiimi to her With the 

/baby, m his arms he helped to arrtnge the group aud 
catching sight of Sally, mW •‘Hi, wemki yiui like 

Idte “ help to ill ihc picture it V(^« 
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Sally laughed outright. 1 ate^you down 

we should call Yankee assurance. Why are v 

“Oh.. ..for several reasons...you might wip 
kid’s nose...” 

Sally laughed again as she 5°°^ ^ taken on 

chief. Life seemed to have quite suddenly, ta 
a gay and hopeful angle. “But do explain, ® 

“Never mind explanations ”°J;;;e^emher...you 
introducing me to Mr. J^ssel . A 
and I have never met before. 

T<>rrace looking at 
Mr. Jessel was standing on the j. y^^ent 

the evacuees with a beaming paternal air...haiiy 

Up to him with Clyde following* 

■■Mr. Jessel, .his is M,. Monc.ie«...a» Amen«.^ 

, . 1 “1 came down 

“Fm a journalist,” explained C yd • ^ 

with this pa^rty to-day to do a story for my P v 
New York.’" 



very ^ 

Americans, — 

British to understand them. L-n-ve I do 

“And I like Jhe British belie 

understand them, replie ^ _ “Actually, 

They all laughed and a^ejdd^ 

Mr. Jessel, 1 wasn’t only 1 wanted the 

I came down here ^Ses^Primy for 

privilege of seeing ^f^ oflts history.” 

I claim to know something o _ 

In a flash Jessel’s up. he turned 

to a livelier expression. 

eagerly to Clyde. something of its 

“You-an ^me^u ^ country T” 

history I Have you been long 
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“Only for a short time. But a great many Americans 

thin ?ou fSKvel™ buildings...perhaps more 
than you folk have because we are a new country.! 

rTfiiff \ are writing a history of Greystukes. 

I d like to know more about that...*^ 

“And I should be glad to talk to you about it. And 
when youVe got your nartv ir. T>n i 

the Priory myself!” ^ ^ ^ 

interesTed?' ^ ^ «hall be immense!, 

to a talk with booking forward 

murm^y Sally beside him, she 

been exploitinVhS weakness”^! d ^ just 
any history of Greystukes...” ^ * believe you know 

His eyes twinkled. searching records recently.” 

me than.?” ^ Save you permission to call 

either, but he hasn^t*^aited'^for^?^^^^^ permission' 

S^flush^ed. »Kowrmgefo^^^ 

'en and ^ngry with me because I’ve moved 
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“You might have done that with considerably less 
trouble. And. ..you might have thought of writing to 
nie...I told you I was going to stay here." 

His face lit up. “Gosh it does me good to hear 
you say that. ..If you weren't interested in me, you 
wouldn't be so sore now, because you think I’ve 
neglected you.” 

She shrugged her shoulders. “I suppose I was 
interested in you. ..after the weeks we spent together in 
my cabin on the “Montania’’...You had rather less 
confidence then,” she added pointedly. 

“Don’t talk like that. And don’t be sore at me 
because I didn’t get in touch with you earlier. I had a 
reason. Why, I’ll never forget all my life what an angel 
you were to mo. You’ve never been out of my mind 
for a moment since I last saw you.” 

Sally flushed at the ardour in his voice. Her voice 
was stiffer as she asked hesitatingly, “And you really 
Went to the trouble of working out such an elaborate 
plan...jtist to see me again?” 

"I’ve been living for the moment when I’d see 
you again, Sally. But 1 must be frank. You’re only 
one of the reasons why I’m here today,” 

“And - the other reasons?” 

“I can’t speak of them.. .not at the moment. Even 
to you.” 

Sally felt indignant. “I don’t like mysteries...’ 
She moved away from his side. “Excuse me, won’t 
you... I have promised to go and help the evacuees to 
settle in their new quarters.” 

"Of course if you must go...but I hope to beseeing 
you a lot within the next few days.” 

“What do you mean? You’re going back to town 
after lunch, surely ?” 
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“No, Sally, I’m not. I had thoughts of staying at 
that picturesque little inn. The Blue Boar, in the 

village. That is, if I’m not invited to stay here.” 

T. .r you’re a complete stranger to 

Mr. Jessel.” 


^1^^ moment, perhaps so. But after lunch... 
atter I ve been round this ancient pile with him. ..after 
i ve steeped myself in the history ” 


“Stop talking like a guide hook and 
your deep plans are* I’m positive there’s 
about all this and I don’t like it*'’ 


tell me what 
some mystery 


You ve just said you didn’t like mysteries. •*Sallv, 
It only you knew how lovely you look with your eyes 
Hashing like that. Why are you angry with me 

you’re so evasive...because you obviously 
on t trust me with your secret. You trusted me with 
your life when you were on board the “Montania”. 

isn’t secret 

t my own...I m not free to discuss it with you...” 

dav curious. Some 

oay perhaps you 11 tell me what it all means.” 

“Sure. Some day.I will, Sally.” 

He the direction of the South wing^ 

onme,” hImuttereT^\ ^”“i?'^^ awkward questions 

small ^ 

with notes he had’ marip “hovered 

Priory. history of Greystukes 



CHAPTER XVI 

\ /TATTHEW PURCELL was reading a letter that had 
been sent to him at Scotland Yard. It was a long 
letter, and its contents, judging by his expressiOT, were 
absorbing. It was written in Clyde Moncrieit s ne 
journalistic hand, and despatched from Greystufces 
Priory. 

‘‘Don’t be surprised to see my present address, 
he wrote. “You wouldn’t bring me down here when 
vou came, so I had to think out a plan of my 
worked fine. The idea was not just to spend a tew 
hours here, but to so ingratiate myself with Mr. Je , 
he would ask me to make a stay. You told me^nis 
weakness — that he’s just crazy about the family an 
old place — and you were right. He s sure got i ^ _ 

brain. 1 did some spade work before I came > 

looking up all available records about the | 

when he showed me round the place on the aay i 
arrived, I let off some of my information. 

‘ ‘Boy, you should have seen his reactions. ^as 
so stirred at my interest 1 thought ^ j 

It made me feel kind of mean....but I 
already that detectives (even the airiateur 
have to have any finer feelings, (d^t ta e ^ 
sonal ; you know what I mean). The result was^ 
I’m now fixed up here as a sort of Pf S k 

with full permission to root ^^^^^^You^seTl’ve been 
ves — which suits my purpose fine. Yo at 

thinking hard since that night we j before 

Monty’s joint, and things I cotJdn t 
are getting clearer. There are thmgs go « Re^^inald 
need investigation. That French tutor to Sir Regmaia 

ill . 
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IS running a dirty game. He should be watched. Fin 

because Reggid 

^^ken a liking to me. We’re great pals alread;? I 
feel sorry for the kid. Seems to me his home life has 
teen somehow neglected, and about the last guy Fd 

choose for his tutor is that rat, Escande. 

questioning Escande in a roundabout 
movenaent in Rio, the last time he 
anri ^ he Seemed quite frank with mej 

Anri ^°*^®rcsted to know I’d spent some time there, 
wifli important item of news.. .he was friendly 

tKp Matteos, the woman you said associated with 
fakl™""'*^ Of as you said, she’s 

FvI L» on a new line of thought, 

n sleuthing Escande and here is one result. 

yesterday 

aDartm<»nt- ^ ^ investigating in the Frenchman’s 

1 j pretty careless, even leaving his 

covered 1 amongst his papers I dis- 

snTTiB ^ _*^cdfrom his own country in 1931 owing to 
Ss TfTf I why he has kept 

that tli(=.\? tn-^1. u affair, unless he thinks 

the NazL wru oee day if he runs up against 

impression nf interested me more was to find a wax 
Beronreferrineft*^^^ and a letter from a Solomon 
ced on Reovif.’^ ° ^ ”'»°ney that has been advan- 

call some nlZt So you see there’s what you’d 

call some pretty sticky affairs going on. 

I’ve business is making me observant, 

many of hi« Bscande has a habit of marking as 
There was a « P°®session as possible with his initials. 
scraShld tL W his desk, and he had 

meat oSnl r fl, '^^h a sharp pointed instru- 

wasn’t good hardness of the surface, the result 

on the knife* voTi ^ “'^tkings were something like those 
wL taSn ^ you from Rio and which 

XdSltmr^s^ "ihs. On thei 

uier the letter is scratched something like this : 
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Take away the final stroke at the bottom and it would 
^semble what you described as standing for the letter 
T’ on the handle of the knife. It suggests that he 
might have started to scratch his initial on the bone 
handle, and not completed it* In any case I think the 
marking on the ruler ought to be examined under the 
microscope and compared with those on the knife 
handle. It might lead to some important development 
in the case. 

, about your coming down here, bringing that 

• What about confronting the Frenchman 
with it, and watching his reactions ? I^m only just 
making suggestions ; I don^t want to seem to be inter- 
C.I.D. methods. Anyhow, here^s my report 
59- ^^5^* ^ think you’ll agree that I haven’t been 

idle since I came down here. And there’s a whole lot 
of things I mean to find out yet. 

All the best. 

Yours, 

Clyde Moncrieff. 

P* S* Sally’s looking fine. 



CHAPTER XVII 

S®tud“wuK 'If®'-™ *• «oor of hi. 

Escande was watchir^f oi' his face, 

taotly con»mpMo„s®io ®“‘"''”*' = 

matter that make so much fuss over a 

whaamt^kfugLTrfec^" 

that plan?^^ already told you of the impossibility of 
^ That’s right.,.leave the dirty work to me.” 
“Buton whme^i^icoum his feet. 

yours! I bonow *° he done... 

when I plan how to nav^t- account... and now 

«»de getting to ^ dte|te^£?,“‘ J”" 

^ow.,.l'^hould^Iever “^his I do 

hutforyou.^^ been landed in this mess 

you who be^ed°met^J^^p“”°‘^^”*’ "ot 

yousome ofthe tesh^ by showing 

I seem to recall that k wf ° “ life. Yet 

those nocturnal outingrof^urs!?^° 

Well, what of it...I only wanted a bit of fun.’^ 

114 - 
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‘^And you had it, didn't you? You can have more.*, 
but it's fun that has to be paid for.'’ 

‘‘You must think of some other way...I tell you I 
daren’t do this.” 

“So you’re a coward. Are you?” 

A deep flush mounted Reggie’s brow, his ^ e'^s 
dashed dangerously. “You dare to call me that.” He 
advanced towards the Frenchman, his hands clenched. 
'‘Damn you, I’ll kill you...kill you, do you^ hear. 
Cowards don’t kill...they’re afraid of murder—” 

“Stop, Reggie.. .what are you saying ?” Escande had 
turned a sickly pallor. “Murder. ...have you taken leave 
of your senses ? If I called you coward just now.. .then 
t was not thinking of what I was saying. I apologise. 

With a sullen expression, the boy turned away, 
but not before he had caught the look of hatred in 
Escande’ s eyes. Yet when he spoke again it was in silky 
tones. 


“Well, are we friends again, Reggie ?” 

“I’m not sure that you are my friend.” 

“Ingrat I You would have a dreary enough life of 
it but for me.” 


“At any rate it was. ..safe. Now I feel that Im 
living a lie... that .beastly story ycm told Uncle about my 
having an affair with a barmaid.” 

1 had to think of something on the spur of the 

moment to explain our absence that night. 


“You thought of something that let you out all 
You didn’t have to be sent for, lectured ^^r 
a schoolboy, almost prayed over. And as if a _ 
lot enough the old man says I can never be su cien y 
grateful to you for, getting me out of an ugly scrape. 


Escande gave a low chucklingdaugh. ‘3° Hmt”we 
mon ami, that my ideas are good ♦ And nex 
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go off for a night’s outing we will take care * i. 
seen when we xeturn.” 

Comme vous voulez* But wpW rv^t- ^ t 

^^No. I vegot to think it over...it isn’t easy....” 
evernliZ fh.f’ easier. I’ve done 

YouSb Vo?tTake ^ ‘he s£ 

with this key, get the 

town tonight wl>n and well take it up tc 

hand.^*»How°t*hi®i‘^‘”l ‘he key in his 

Uow the devil did you get hold of this?” 

‘|Does it matter? That’s my part of the transaction. ’’ 
you’re mSing Se “a” croir’rt“°*^“® “ crook...and 

not going to do this job.”^ yourself. Listen...rm 

I order you. I^aw had^^°*^* ‘‘ because 

these protests T fP>lT of this useless talk, 

have £ Son * “ean to 

And if you refuse ” l^ic the job done to-nighh 
ate...»then I so tTvrZ. ‘=oWIy deliber- 

You wouldn’f like that, yoJf^ him...everything. 

scream. “WhLever^’vp hoy’s voice rose a shrill 

You’re a skunk to tuim on'^mP^’i*r“ I® ^Phcated, too. 
me a thief...” n me like this...try to make 

not af£if*y^°^te oYerheard...You are 

will take it...to-night.” own...And you 
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Something in his tone swept away the boy*s 
defiance. Cowed he turned away, muttering: 

‘Tell me how I must set about it/^ 

‘That^s better. I thought you would see reason... 
Now, Iisten...this is what you have to do...’^ 

The instructions were simple enough. Yet as 
Reggie crept down the wide main staircase at two 
o'* clock in the morning, he fel t he was about to undertake 
the most difficult task of his life. He started at every 
sound, his hands were trembling, his knees felt that 
they would give way beneath him. The torch he carried 
cast a beam of light ahead, but in the piling shadows 
all around he imagined there lurked .^the form of his 
uncle. Reaching the study, he felt more reassured 
after switching on the light. He cast a quick furtive 
look round, took the duplicate key from the pocket of 
his dressing gown, then pushed back a panel which 
revealed the safe in the wall. 

It was an old-fashioned type, easy to open. Almost 
:he first object he saw as he swung back the door was 
he broad flat leather case containing the bracelet, 
ileggie snatched at it eagerly. Escande had been right... 
tyerything had been quite easy.i.there hadn*t been the 
lightest hitch in the arrangements. All he had to do 
lo w was to get back to his rooin where Escande would 
►e waiting for him...with a double whisky of which he 
elt he stood in great need at the moment. 

He pressed the spring and opened the lid of the 
ox. The bracelet lay on a bed of white velvet. He had 
sen the Glastonbury diamond before, but never had 
e been so impressed by its beauty as now. Oblong in 
nape softly yellow in colour, its brilliance seemed to 
lake it like a. living thing. He stood staring at it, 
linking of its intrinsic value rather than of the ready 
loney it would fetch to get him out of- an awkward 
:rape. Some faint stirring of better feeling moved his 
dfish heart. The diamond was an heirloom and 
ad been worn by the women of his family for 
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hundreds of vpai-c t* , 

family was centred 

that was a foolish sudLsHH^ ®<^one..,but, of course 
didn’t believe in that rot C^'t t ^ in these days 
how deeply did he reoVer Ju "^et 

be sold. He snapped doVn diamond must 

of that now. It had tn use thinking 

out. Escande — the swine no other way 

^as the price of his siirn?e~^^^^ Thi^ 

RegeleT^”^^’ ® '’oice behind him. 

fear. HehSryCw'lvWmT®'^^® 

Moncrieff, the America 

considered a sport. " P’ h'ked and 

!• ^^“wliat do you want* iU 

'"’ci'de " I^®thercase1mo\i^po5S“"'"‘^’ 

on his face. ^”lt’s°a°b1t friendly grin 

J®« is, I couldn’t finding you Ip. 

down here to get a boot «’r. iT i ^ rnake my way 
lent me last n4t...I foreot 

should be in this bookcase '^P nie...It 

“Of course 1 get it ?” 

His tone was even causaf^J! n °f relief, 

heraldry gosh, I’d S“nk IhTrWK book on 

you to sleep.” K tbats the right thing to get 



houses are'fiiil ofcre?dSJr?i,d^ si A'*’®®® 

and sliding panels. 
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the way, would you think it great cheek to ask if you 
would get me a drink?^’ 

‘‘Not at alL* J could do with one myself. I believe 
Uncle keeps it in this cupboard/^ He opened the door 
of a tail-fronted cupboard and took out glasses and a 
siphon. “Whisky?^* 

“Thanks. I say, I'm not keeping you up, am 

“Not at all...I couldn't sleep either...but I didn't 
come down here for a book on heraldry," he added. 
‘The fact is — — " 

“Curious thing, insomnia,'^ said Clyde breaking 
across his explanation. “It's like a sentinel in the brain 
that is guarding against the invasion of sleep. When 
I have these wakeful spells, I never attempt to combat 
them. It's the easiest way." He raised his glass. 
“Well, here^s how!" 

Reggie's alarms and fears melted away under 
Clyde^s easy manner. As they sat chatting he chuckled 
to himself as he thought of Escande waiting for him 
to re turn, and full of alarm at the unusual delay. At 
last Clyde got up. 

“I think you ought to get back to bed," he said 
kindly. “You're looking tired." 

Reggie ran his hand nervously through his flaminj 
hair. “Yes, I'd better turn in. Gan I give you a ligh 
up to your room? IVe got a torch." 

After leaving Clyde, he returned to his own room 
pvhere he found Escande looking exceedingly perturbed. 

“Diable! What have you been doing all this 
rime?" he demanded harshly. “I thought something 
mad happened...! thought you had bungled the affair..." 

“You don't give me credit^^for much sense, do you?" 

“Did you get it?'^ 

“Yes." 
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restis1iV“givhrtome!.-^'' Now the 

greedTSpreSfoS?^!*® ‘I'e Frenchman's 

hand into the pocket of hifdTe'sSown!!? 

The leather jewel case had gone. 

isn’t ^®PP^“ed.” he stammered. "It 

that bracele*t.^’°'^ **^^^*^ those tricks with me... Hand over 

What... you mean to tell me someone saw you ! 

that. He’d juft anything amiss. I could tell 

it was all quke natural ^ 

prised to ie mrSe T c " ®tir- 

and instead of nuttino Vk ^ Sot a bit nervous 

dropped on the^floor^ f shalT K 

and look for it.’’ ’ ^®hallhave to go down again 

have to go down*t^gef it °Vf 

I planned that everything ”s*h^fl^°k imbecility, 

and you could nnt J a should be so easy for you,.. 

Quick, gcrditS S t P^^ “ the IS. 

was a low knock on the doo°r”"‘" 

‘Japristi! Who can be there?” 

threwVpIn th^door. °”iy one of the servants.” He 

getic!^‘^^HopeTm no^di!^"v ^Polo' 

give you thi£” fie hSd^mTlf^T® you...but I forgot to 
dropped it in the study I i?f j jewel-case. “You 

0=^ « . w„... -iJf/ULTtr" t; 
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room. So sorry/* His glance went beyond Reggie. 
^Why, you are up, too, Monsieur. There must be a 
demon of wakefulness in the house to-night.** 

'When Sir Reginald cannot sleep he often calls 
me...my room is near his. Alas, he suffers from 
insomnia.** 

"That*s tough .for both of you. Well, good- 

night.** 

''Good-night. And thank you for bringing me the 
case.** 

After Clyde had gone, Reggie closed the door. 
"Now perhaps you*ll believe my story. Here*s the 
bracelet all right.*’ 

"All right, do you say! You fool, have you no 
brains...to stand there and say it is all right...when it is 
all so damnably wrong. A child of ten could have done 
the job better than you. Why did you not lock the 
door before opening the safe.. .to allow that man to see 
you there... with the case in your hand. Now he sus- 
pects everything.*’ 

"You’re getting too jumpy of course he doesn’t 

suspect. He seemed to think it quite natural that I 
should be in Uncle*s study at that time in the morning... 
why, hang it all he came down there himself to get a 
book. Couldn’t I be doing the same thing ?** 

" Knowing you, no one in their senses would 
expect you*d be there for that purpose. Whether 
he suspects or not I can’t take the diamond up to 
London to be copied so long as he is in the house. He 
might keep quiet about the incident...again, he might 
speak of it to Mr. Jessel, who would of course 
immediately look in his safe for the bracelet...you 
would be linked up with the affair if the fake were 
discovered and ** 

"My God, you’re right. I...I. didn’t think of 
that.** 


"You wouldn’t.” 
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He Was^fhaken *by Escande’s voice, 

Etiuch in the power of thi< ma jEmk he was so 

hate. “an whom he had grown to 

across tolfim,^'^^^^ leather case and flung it 

American has left. Perh^nc .n 

next time.” erhaps you 11 show more sense 

«udJ!'^®This°°taS^he'wS‘*i''^^T^? his Uncle’s 
His mind was filled with hnr^** fearful of discovery, 
hatred of Escande anj H f *°“gEt...his violent 

costs, he would get out of hbpo™™®*" that, at all 
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CALLY was disappointed in Clyde* That he should 
^ come down to Greystukes Priory and deliberately 
Qgratiate himself with Mr* Jessel, in order to be 
avited to stay there, seemed to her a trifle despicable* 
f he had adopted this ruse to be near her, he did not 
vail himself of the opportunity for he spent most of 
is time with Mr* Jessel or Reggie. 

He was mysterious, too* He had some secret from 
^hich she was included, and this piqued her. It made 
er distant with him* One morning when she was 
)ing to the South wing to take some flowers for the 
''acuees, she met him and was about to pass with 
erely a nod of recognition. He placed himself he- 
re her, 

^‘Sally ! Have I oflfended you?” 

**Of course not.” 

^‘I don’t believe that. All the jolly friendliness we 
Lce shared has vanished. What have I done 

*Tt isn’t anything you’ve done... I am to blame 
r imagining you to be something. ..you aren’t.” 

He looked rueful* *T’m afraid I don’t like that 
nark. Why not be frank with me 7” 

‘‘How much longer are you staying down here?” 
i asked bluntly* 

“I had intended to go tomorrow...but Mr* Jessel has 
)st kindly asked me to extend my visit for another 
ek at least. ..this English hospitality... it is wonder- 
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Her lip curled. “So you’ve angled for anotK 

giving her some explanation of his conduct^ “I ha^*^ 
Does Mr. Jessel know about this work?^* 

dowS/Si,® “ ““i»g 

“A friend ofmine?*^ 

“Detective-Inspector MatthewPurcell.” 

‘‘He’s coming here again? Why is that?” 

“I’™ sot a f„H„j 

atmosphere oFoteystukes .kappen...I don’t like the 
Is an indefinafe “Pf'S'S'? There 

shiv«ldl;M‘’,„S»To''S 

to g«i^r whi's fei’bSitpE’" 

dropped to me? I thfok^s^e^hmf * hints she has 

It with Mr. Jessel/* pcs to make a match of 

to...Giey?rukS Prfory" , He U wedded 

obsession..." A s?dien “nj/® 

glance at his watch.. “But f caused him to 

bhn before Purcell drives!" ^ ‘o see 

be^was wofto^Joi fhf k° disturbed when 

^benClydeen?e??dfoero?m!^’ be looked up eagerl? 
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“Sit down, Mr. Moncrieff...! want to talk^ to yc^ 
about these closing chapters. You don’t mind sub- 
editing this new stuff ? 1 cannot tell you how helpful 

it is to have a ' journalist to assist me. 1 m sure 7°^ 
were right about my making^ some passages involvea 
and.. .er... perhaps irrelevant.” 

Clyde laughed as he seated himself. “Those are 
only very minor alterations which 1 suggested, Mr. Jessel. 
The work as a whole is admirable. By the wa^ I was 
particularly interested in your reference to the Glaston- 
bury diamond/’ 

“Ah, yes... that is an interesting legend attached to 
it, I consider. It is a very beautiful stone.. .have you 
seen it?” 

“N 0 ...I should like to do so.” 

Involuntarily, Clyde’s glance turned to the pane 
which concealed the wall safe. Jessel rose, and sh 
back the panel. 

“I keep it here...tradition insists that it shoul. 
always remain at Greystukes Priory... 

“Or disaster will fall on the family.. .did you not 
mention that in your history ?” 

‘^Exactly/’ 

As he opened the safe Clyde watched 
throbbing pulses. Would his mse v.^ g^fe 

hours eaSier Reggie had taken the case from Ae safe . . 
had he had the good sense to return it . It 
was trouble ahead for someone. 

“Ah here it is.” Jessel had taken out the Mse, anc 

snappthSn the lid.' “There, Mr. Moncrieff is om 
famous heirloom.” ^ j 

Clyde checked a sigh j ^ tlie bracelet 

had done the right thing, lifted ou^ 

and looked at it for soine ^ney?” he said 

suppose it’s worth a whole lot ot money 

abruptly. 
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”K;r gently. ‘Is not that an American 

Mr. Moncrien.4.to appraise a beautiful object accordit^^ 
to Its monetary value 

Clyde shook his head. “We’re not so hardboil^^ 
asthat, Mr.Jessel. I was only thinking.. .it must h^ 
known by many people that you keep the diamol^4 
here.. .the safe seems to be one of the old^fashion^^ 
kind and has no combination. Might the jewel not 
stolen V* 


‘I am not actually afraid of that. I am sure it 
quite safe. Only Reggie knows that I keep it here.” 

“Then I suppose it is quite safe/’ said Clyde. 

Jessel did not observe his ironical expression. 
replaced the case, remarking “That will be worn by the 
luture Lady Jessel.. .Reggie’s wife/’ 

Before Clyde could reply there was a knock on the 
door. A servant entered. 


Mr. Purcell wishes to see you, sir.” 

Jessel raised his brows. “Mr. Purcell? Now 1 
wondeT...very well, Matthews, Til see him at once/" 
As^ he excused himself to Clyde, he added, “This man 
18 from Scotland Yard...” 

Clyde assumed an air of bland innocence. “Indeed^ 
ny trouble about ? It usually means that there is 
when detectives make a call.” 


I don t quite know what he^s after.. .He was her^ 
once before and I knew then what his object was fof 
coming here. He would prefer that I don’t mention it, 

^suppose, so you must forgive me if I say nothing 

more... Ihe servants do not know that Mr. Purcell is a 

aetectiv€....ButImustgonowtoseehim...He’^ a very 

at lu?ch way....No doubt you’ll meet him 


planned to make the 
retencethat they had not met before, and their mannei: 
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when they were presented to each other was formaL 
But as soon as they were alone, Purcell said in a low 
tone. 

‘^I want to question that Frenchman without Mr* 

Jessel knowing it. He has such faith in the chap, i 
gather he might resent it...'" 

•‘‘He will be in Reggie’s study after lunch. He and 
Reggie are supposed to be reading Moliere.’' 

Purcell laughed. “Supposed to be reading eh . 

“That poor kid has learnt a lot from Escande...but 
it just isn’t French literature, 1 guess.” 

“We’ll interrupt the lesson. Have you anything to 
report ?” 


“I have. Early this morning I 
moving stealthily along the corridor. 1 looked ou a 
saw Reggie going down the staircase vvith 

hand. 1 followed. He went to Jessel s study, slid back 

a panel in the wall, opened the safe and ^ . 

leather case. He looked pretty furtive about ^ the job. 
This was the point where I decided to appear. 


“Was that discreet?” 

“Perhaps not. But 1 just spun a yarn about 
coming down for a book his uncle had * 

had a plan. I chatted with hto, ^^^roSn 

a drink, and when he said he’d light me back to my room 

with his torch, 1 got a chance of taking the leather cas 
from the pocket of his dressing-gown. 

“Bit risky, wasn’t it ?” 

“Not at all. I waited for a minute in my room and 
then crept back to the door of B-eggie s 
him talking to Escande. They were ^ . 

something... the Frenchman seemed beside himself ^ 
rage...I couldn’t catch very clearly what they were sa^ 
Then I knocked on the door...told a ^^^g^airs 

having picked the case up in the room downstairs. 
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»d way/?™® ‘fo'son®' to return it at „ace, 

AatyL’K/s^m lSieTS?e’'tlfeS“*’!‘f'"' 

—that the Frf‘nrVitT.n*5i ^ object from the safe 

thing he if it was anr 

to the culprit/’ ^ could point at once 

Yes, that was my idea/’ 

■■No. a, all bad," said Purcell coudescendiugl,. 

from suK’^SS SiV™* ';¥■”«'?• ■■Praise 
iot to me.” etective as yourself means a whole 

now, havf you^^ot^tiiaf '^K ^ for it* And 

scratched on S.”® initial 

Did yS®bringThVL?fI?”°“ 

down hLe°"!day^”' ^0“ Ait^k I came 

examined the ^arta^i detective 

exclamatio^ Then he gave an 

corrrsJonds'^S,t&‘ ' Jhe initial on the knife 
theletter .p TteteSded^f ^ ‘n b« 

The first and second hryn- 'was not completed, 

both objects. The ton strokes are identical cm 

stroke, the second ^oesn’/^*^* ^®i^°“tlthe downward 
yourself. ..you’ll see thf* ”c* to it... look for 

markings.' Boy, I give vn.. f.T idiosyncrasies in the 
of yours...we’ll ma>e J fiill discovery 

’et.” ^ nut-blown detective of you 


it 


JAnd what’s the next move?” 

We re going to interview Escande.” 
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Clyde grinned, ^‘Thatll interest me a lot/’ 

*‘Come along, then. We must interrupt the boy’s 
studies I’m afraid,,, did you say it was Moliere ?” 

When the two men entered Reggie’s study, it was 
c>bvipus that the discussion between the boy and his 
'utor was not on the subject of Moliere, They were 
^Cowling at each other, and it was evident from the 
■erision inthe air that they were on the edge of a quarrel, 

Reggie sprang up from the deep chair in which he 
lad been lolling, ‘"Hello, Clyde,,, what about coming 
'ouud to the stables with me, as you promised, I want 
o show you Firefly,,,’’ 

‘"Some other time, Sir Reginald,” Purcell interposed. 
‘Just now Mr, Moncrieff and I want to have a private 
alk with Monsieur Escande,” 

‘"Private? What’s inthe air,,. oh, well, if I’m in 
he way,,,” He went up to the door, “I’m going down 
o the stables now,,, will you join me later, Clyde?’ 


“ Sure I will.” 


After Reggie had gone out, Escande turned to 
^urcell with a frown, "" I cannot possibly see why you 
hould want to have a private talk with me,,, I scarcely 
:rxow you.” 

“ We shall soon get to know each other better, 
k^Loxisieur. Perhaps you are not aware that I am a 
letrective.” 

“ Indeed ? A most interesting profession I always 
ousider.” The Frenchman shrugged his 
ciHifFerently, but Clyde had observed the fear that ha 
Lashed into his narrow eyes. 


s/e 


“It is interesting, as you say. ..particularly when 
get on the right trad. Look at this, 
eeu it before?” As he spoke be held out the kn 
p'hich he had taken from his pocket* 

‘" Why, yes, it’s,„.,.I mean,„why, it’s only 
rdlinary clasp knife is it?” 


an 
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“ave you soeu it befort !” teBtattd thy dwtci.e. 

“ I. 

That you lost, eh ?” 

that? 

especidly an frequently... 

You didn t lose it in Rio, by any chance?” 

ina chang\r4l^“"»S^^ 

‘‘Yes. That’s where it was...found?” 

How was it found there?” 

».utdt«d'rao‘'l± f »n Eugllthman who ™ 
Monsieur/^ ^ ^ den...Does that surprise you, 

c’est affreuxT^u'cann^ot^ his feet. “Mon dieu, 

killed a man...thS th^^ “ 

an...tnat...that... you suspect me of murder?” 

lou Wi»r#i 1**, T5-* _ t - - i*. Vi ♦ 


was 


^ ^ ^>^»pccc me ot murder I” 

killed. °° Howarth Ripley 

I neyw^et hinlr.”* swear to you that 

net hi. 

route. MomUmJeldeaTOut’t^“f”T”'’’ 

1® appearance Ripley wa<i o-ef- your memory, 

older of course... but the kke Sir Reginald... 

features, the same tall figure 

famay?’'^“ “rean...that he belonged to the Jessel' 
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“You should know that.” 

“I did not know it. Norn de dieu, it is the 

truth.” , . 1 

“Then how does it happen that this knife o 

yours ” , 

“Will you not believe me when 1 tell Yo" 

I lost it that 1 will swear to you on the grave of 7 

dead mother.” 

“But how did you lose it V 

“1 cannot say exactement. I may ^^v® ^ it»- 
Reggie takes my things as if they were his own. 
times it is ennuyant../* t v* i, 

“Sir Reginald...you think he borrowed this knite. 

“He may have done...then later with 

how can 1 tell... unless...” he pulled himself P 

a jerk. ■Lgijgyg a 

Purcell was watching him closely.^ 1^ 

solution just presented itself to * me "everything*^* 
clear yourself, monsieur, you will tell me every 

“I have told you all 1 can.” KnldinB 

“Which amounts to nothing...You a 

something back.” ^ -Frenchman’s face. 

A change had come over . . paced the 

His eyes were glittering with excitemen , 

room. j nocur to me. Now, 

“You are right...an idea did j tnow 

■11 you wiU give 

“1 have to tell you that yo 

Monsieur.” 
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P. . 11 U disposition.” The Frenchman 
gave Purcell a stiff little bow. “And I believe it will 
not be long before you find that you have made a very 
great mistake/* 

Purcell was looking less 
confident When they were alone he asked. 

Are you going to arrest Escande on suspicion /* 

No, I*m going on a different line.^* 

'‘You think he is innocent?** 

Purcell did not reply for some moments. Then he 

ai slowly, Escande didn*t do the murder but 

i believe he knows who did.** 



CHAPTER XIX 

VOUNG Sammy Cotton enjoyed the life of an 

^ evacuee at Greystukes Priory but there were 

drawbacks. So many places in the grounds were out 
of bounds”. He and his chum, Fred, accustomed to a 
playground of the East End streets, were irked at these 

restrictions* They were enterprising urchins, an i 

was not surprising that one afternoon they mign 
been seen setting out furtively for a swiftly 
stream in the restricted area, where they mistakenly 
hoped they thight fish for tiddlers* 

‘T didn’t let Mum see the jar...or she’d ’ave been 
on to me wantin’ to know where 1 was goin , sai • 
“Not ’arf she wouldn’t,” agreed Sam. 
shime, aint it, a cove carn’t go where « 
plice...with nothink but miles o’ fields an woods 

no one in ’em.” vi i 

“Look out there’s one of the gardener ok 

cornin’ this way...wot abart ’idm’ m that bit o wooa 

over there*” , _ 

The two boys entered a small spinney where they 
concealed themselves for a time. ^ 

the IpWid'Tla^ 

path ran between the trees. It manv evergreen 

for their war game; there were man> ever„ 

bushes for “cover.” , P j 

SuddetJy Sam s^ed o’;, S 

we’re being watched* ..there s a bl Y 
near that bush.” 
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soppV’ ground orl 
“Look fer yerself then.” 

They approached the spot indicated hv 91 qt». 

of 

got on his side motionless. ‘T 

Mpless .attoSe ™s"’tTs“‘L“^* 

a drunk.” ^ "“"ate was not a novel one. “E’s 

‘“‘ol 7 , 

onei^rfXtdJkS "^'t 1° ""O'- ^koo. »llli 
as their young kgs J^uld carry as quickly 

the South^ wing'^were* see*^ excited children from 
tion of the spinn^i Thet“ in the direc- 

alarmed and fn^y ^othe/. followed by 

”Com» u T . calling to them shrilly 

orfvefl»cksl£”.."^grw'‘' O'™ ■='’« the skin 
1 11 warm yer...“Sam ' Rw ^ ‘^I'^te, ’Airy, or 

away ” ’ ®nng our Liza back ’ere strite 

followed by^^S^mes 'the'^^R*^ spot 

children out of ?hTs5x,n,^^^^ They cleared L 

tere?”'4ed tS^butt? a dead man 

fa -“'Ss”*’-.. •'“■ 

, Good iord» A ^ j 
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had been trouble enough with trespassers before, 
he reflected. It had reached a pretty pass when 
them came here to do a murder* Such a scandal.. *the 

police detectives. ...... stories in the newspapers. 

Mr. Jessel would be most upset at such publicity. It 
wasn^t nice. Where is the...er...body 2"^ he asked 
loMy. 

“Over there... by that bush... it the Frenchman... 
Sir Reginald’s tutor.” " 

Soames’ affronted air vanished. He turned pale... 
“ I didn’t think it was someone from the house.. .it’s 
a terrible thing.. .you’re sure he’s dead...” % 

“He’s been dead for nearly a couple of hours, I’d 
say....” Shall we take him up to the house.” 

“No. If he’s gone there’s nothing vve can do... 
and in a case of murder the police don’t like the body 
to be moved.. .that much I do know.. .I’ll ’phone the 
police right away.” 

Soames returned to the house much quicker than 
he had left it. As he entered Clyde was crossing the 
hall. 

He was naturally astonished to see the^ usually 
calm and dignified Soames running towards him pant- 
ing, his florid face pale... 

“Soames ! What the...I say, have you just run into 
the family ghost ?” 

Soames gasped out his story. ‘‘I don’t know how 
to tell Mr. Jessel, sir...It’s going to be no end of a shock 
to him.” 

“I’ll break the news to Mr. Jessel if you like. You 
must phone at once for the police.. .then I want to put 
a call through to London.......” 

“Very good, Sir.” 

Clyde hurried to Mr. Jessel’s study, and, as he 
Expected, found him engrosse(| in writing, an old 
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« >>« .Ue, He looted op 

tat :rt ' y„t‘‘ “ 

y ^ wrong c You seem agitated.^* 
yourself for a shock-^—” news,..you must prepare 

to him!* an ^Sdent f ‘ anything has happened 

and jumped to his feet. Pnshed aside his papers 

^ hink he s all right. It’s Monsieur Escande....” 

in Clyde’s face. You 

murdered”' ® found in the spinney... 

He sw^/ed den 1/ 

police ilust be Lr L °^^ suddenly in his seat...‘'The 

I think *S^^tlanVirard°d”^ U ^ J police now. But 
diately. With vow ^ informed also imme- 

PurcelK’’ ^ emission, m get through to 

How glad I am that think best 

W to act in anemelgenc? 

come... poor EscanS T !1 j ^ ^ ®«em over- 

tnyself to like the chan ^ 

ever harboured unkind tK^ iT ^.^^el remorseful that I 
it’s horrible. He seempri'^^^*'^'^^°i^*^^“'“'^“t'dered... 
kind to have a secret ^ luite living sort...not the 
raised his head sudderd? “T’“^^^‘ reminds me...”. He 
vicinityofthe lodgesatlril, loafing in the 

“"-'vas a stranger to the district ?” 

e, rather flashily dressed.” 
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^‘Did he look like a foreigner V* 

‘Tm not prepared to say*.*but I didn^t like the look 
of him, or the furtive way he hung about*. .he made off 
when he saw me.*^ 

“That’s an important point. The police will make 
enquiries. Will you come down with me now to the 
spinney to look at the body 

Jessel had a movement of recoil. ‘T... I.. .would 
rather not. Unless, of course, you think it necessary?” 

“It isn’t. Soames said two of the gardeners are on 
guard there until the police arrive ” 

‘ “What about Reggie ? Has he been told ?” inter- 
rupted Jessel quickly. 

“I don’t know. Where is he ? Hadn’t you better 
break the news to him at once 

“I don’t know how this will affect him... he’s very 
highly strung you know.. .And he was most attached to 
his tutor....” 

“It’s come as a shock to all of us. ..I think he will 
stand up to it all right.” 

“Then will you tell him of the tragedy, Mr. Mon- 
crieff ? L..L*,hardly feel in a condition myself to touc.^ 
apon the subject.” 

Clyde could not repress a movement of impatience 
He always despised a man who fell down in a crisis., 
ressel, absorbed in his books and the writing of his 
listory was a dreamer, he decided, and very little else. 

“Just as you wish, Mr, Jessel. I think you ought to 
lave a drink... .it would pull you together.” 

“You’re quite right...I do feel in need of a stimulant. 
iTou’ll join me, won’t you ?” 

“No, thanks. I must put through that call to 
^..ondon at once. Excuse me.” Ashe hurried out he 
ncountered Soames.- 
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The police are coming over at once, sir. They 
say nothing must be touched until they arrive.^’ 

through a trunk call to London,.* 

Whitehall 1212 2 ^* 

“Very good, sir.’^ 

, ^."^^Soames moved away, Clyde enquired, “Where 
IS Sir Reginald?’^ 

1 Haven't seen him sir, since he went out after 
mnch. He was with,.. why, sir, he and the... dear — er..*er 
Monsieur went out together.’’ 

The two men stood staring at each other for a mo- 
ment in silence, 

“They went out together ?” echoed Clyde. 

They often went for a walk after lunch if the 
stu^ies^” before beginning the afternoon 


Did you see Sir Reginald return ?” 

"No, sir." 

looked thoughtful. Then in casual tones he 

wfi as l^e comes in. Mr. 

ritriA speak to him.. .But we’re wasting 

time...l want that call put through.” 

*'* ®°a”aes stood hesitating for a moment, 

the police 

2r;oge£r°'^^^ I the two go 

*‘Why not?” 

know how questioning Sir Reginald. You 

then ifthTvie/?J^^^ about. And 

ling to-dayl.." * ^t out of me that I heard them quarrel - 

You heard therh auarrpllmg ?" 
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“Yes, sir. It was after Monsieur Escande had 
received a phone call from London. He went up to 
Sir Reginald’s study...l was passing and I heard them 
having high words. ..er...very high words, sir.” 

“Perhaps the tutor was only reprimanding Sir 
Reginald...” 

“It wasn’t anything like that. I distinctly heard Sir 
Reginald say, ‘You can go to hell where you belong... 

At any other time the sight of the dignified Soames 
pompously repeating this phrase would have amused 
Clyde. Now he looked grave and troubled. 

“You’re quite sure of this ? W^as the door closed . 


“It was, sir.” 

“Then how could you have heard the actual words... 
xinless you put your ear to the keyhole . 

Soames looked offended. “It is not ^y liabit 
to listen at doors. The voices of the two gentlemen 
were raised...! could scarcely help hearing. 

“Well, all this may have no bearing on the case. 
But you must tell the police everything you now. 


“Very good, sir.” 

After Clyde had had a brief talk * he 

ing him that Jessel wished him to take up 
hurried down to the spinney, no e , w ” 

the ttampkd to.'akpn. 

crowd that had rushed to the scene alter me 
had done much to obliterate the footprints that mign 
have been a valuable clue to the murder. 

He bent over the dead rerimi oi 

knife had been thrust between . most poig- 

perhaps by the same hand. 



CHAPTER XX 




£)0 you think this murder is likely to resolve itseli 
0 one of those unsolved mysteries, Mr, 


Purcell 1 ” enquired Jessel. 


library with the detective and 
Clyde following the inquest which had been adjourned. 

“P bis notebook. “ Not if I 
can help it. His manner was slightly taciturn. 

“You have clues, then?” 

“In some ways perhaps rather too many. And von 

SS',?” “yl^^^notdi.cu.sdueTatS 

•'S'Sl dim. "«>” >>»''« teen 

hf discovered...the ground was sc^ 

terated.”^ valuable footprints were obli- 

“ All this^ occurred b being reproved. 

Otherwi e ^ of ‘he tragedy... 

pas.ed hU handSl L broT ■■Wk ? l’ 

today has he..n „ ois orow. What I have heard 
to know that Esr¥d ^ ®bock to me as the murder... 

teaching Re¥eS drift a ‘^°“ble life... 

so caiefal abLt hh upbrkg1n“g!“^ ^ 

engage this man as tutor?” 

ieputable.°'*One^ tlmt^Ld”^ scholastic agency... most 
tutors. Escandec^L^*^ supplied the boy’s former 
too. ” ^ '^tb the highest references. 
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*‘Then you’re not a detective?’’ 

‘‘No...but I have a very real interest in seeing that 
murderer tracked down. That’s all Mr. Purcefi wHl 
want me to say at the moment*” - 

“Then if I can be of no more use, perhaps you will 

Sfv inquest...the horrible 

p blicity of this affair has been a great strain to me.” 

I m afraid I must ask you further questions, 
Mr. JesseL..your help on some points would be 

meantime could you send for Sir 
Kegmaidr I want to question him?’’ 

“If you think it is necessary.” He rose and 

broJ^'^'^n^ Tt’ anxiety deepening on his 

® u Reggie IS at all times a little...er...un^ 

tragSy.” distraught since the 

possible, you may be 

murder. Where did you first come across him ?” 

He was near the lodge gates.” 

‘Had he beenrfo the lodge, do you think?” 

I couldn’t say anything about that.” 

are him particularly? There 

evacSS havfh^^^® “ the vicinity now that so many 

evacuees have been sent to these parts.” 

his appear- 

didn’t like the’Wk of hS.”°^ manner...! just 

employP^ lodge-keeper been in your 

year...he'rMfa^!^W p been here about a 

for us for senerari° ^ Carter whose family has worked 
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“Exactly/’ broke in Purcell looking impatient, 
had no time to waste on side issues. “It isn’t this 
^^fter I want information about, Mr. Jessel...but 
g|. 0 cey. Where did he come from?” 

“He doesn’t belong to the village. He’s a Londoner 
used to be a servant of a friend of mine, bpjd 
^^•ston. When Lord Furston went to live abroad he 
^gj^edme if 1 could find Stacey a job.. .old Carter had 
^ast died, so I gave him the post as lodge keeper.” 

“How has he behaved since he came here?’’ 

Jessel hesitated for a moment. Then he replied, 
has always carried out his duties satisfactorily. 

At that moment the butler entered. “You rang, 


sir 


V* 


b<^Te. 


“Yes, Soames. Please tell Sir Reginald to come 
e.” 

The butler turned to go but not before Purcell had 
observed an anxious look pass between him and Jessei. 
Ev'idently they were troubled at the idea of Reggie being 
ctixestioned by the detective. Clyde too, observed 
Soames’ apprehensive look, and recalled ms remar 
^lien the murder was first discovered— police 

oixestion me should I mention that I saw the 

oiit together” the two meaning Escandeand Keggie. 

Clyde had already mentioned that point to r urcell. 

Reggie came into the library looking hostile. The 

recent disturbing events had obviously left their m^k 

on him. His face was unusually pale, his hands were 
rrembling, and a slight twitching of the muscles on 
left side of his face revealed his nervous condition.^ 

“What’s this ? Another enquiry ?” he asked inr 
lently as he glanced round the table. 

Jessel threw him an imploring look. “Now, Reggl^ 

you’ll give what help you can, I m sure..—* 

“Why should I ? What’s it got to do with me. 1 m 
sick of being questioned as if I were a crimina . 
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Q. I ^ very sorry if you have to be inconvenienced* 
bir Reginald/^ said Purcell soothingly. ‘‘But Pm sure 
you are as anxious as we are that this matter should be 
cleared up.’’ 


don’t care...Raours 
won’t bring him back again, 
glad of it... I hated him..” his 
him.” 


dead isn’t he... enquiries 
Yes, he’s dead and I’m 
voice rose shrilly., “hated 


. Reggie..do think what you’re saying.” Jessel had 
yo?’’ distressed. All this is not going to help 


Help me ? What do you mean ?” 
“It might be thought that-- — ” 


P worry you, Mr, Jessel,” broke in 

urcell... I can understand that Sir Reginald does noi 
eel inclined ^ discuss this unhappy affair.” He turned 
o eggie. There are one or two points 1 should like 
o clear up. What you can tell me is of importance be- 
cause you were the last to see Escande alive.” 

^ pot true.,. I’m not here to answer lies, an 
» Are you insinuating that I murdered him ?” 

'What makes you think that ?” 


®^cause the last one to see him alive must have 
neen the man who murdered him.” 

locf- 1 should have said that you were the 

tie in his company before he met his assailant.” 

after l lefrhim^^^^* He might have met several people 

“You went out together after lunch, didn’t you Z” 
“Yes,” 

believe?” going for your usual walk, I 


“Yes.” 
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“Then why did you part company ?” 
“We had words,” said Reggie sullenly. 
“Why were you quarrelling?” 


“Mind your own damned business. 

“This is my business, Sit Reginald. 

it will be so much better for ^ you if you 7 

answer my questions quietly.” 

“It was about some money he’d 
account.. .you know about that already. 

^as something else ” he hesitated. 


“What was the other thing ?” 

“He wanted me to hand over £20 of my allowance 
if 1 get enough to fling about*. ♦ 

“Why should he want you to give him that money? 
“It wasn’t for himself, he said, but for Stacey.” 


“The lodge keeper?” 

“There’s no other Stacey on the place that 1 know 


of.” 

“Have you any idea^ why he should want to give 
the money to this man V* 

Reggie looked reluct^t to reply. “Hadn t you 
better ask Stacey yourself?” 

“1 shall question him later. But 1 should like to 
bear your version first.” _ 

“We had to get Stacey on our side. When 

Tlaoul and 1 went up to town ^ ^ have been 

car at the lodge beforehand. We should ^ve bee 
beard if we’d taken^it out of tbe garage. That Jav 

that he meant to go .shares with Stacey. 
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Was it during your walk with your tutor that this 
question first arose?'" 

j we might drop in at the lodge 

and tell Stacey he could expect the money. That’s 
where I jibbed." 

Then after having words you left Escande?” 
alon ^ went on in the direction of the village 

Did Escande go to the lodge?" 

nieditated a moment. ‘‘I rather believe he 
walked in an opposite direction. I was feeling pretty 

angry at the moment and took little further notice of 
him. ’ 


• stranger that Mr. Jessel said he saw lurking 

in the vicinity of the lodge.. .did you catch sight of him 
when you were going or returning from the village?" 
“No." 


you very much, Sir Reginald. There’s 
question more I should like to put to you." 
^ j portfolio on the table he took a 

*^ue Purcell had 

brought from Rio. “Do you recognise this Z” 

knife and turned it over, 
xes. it belonged to Raoul.......” 

Did you at any time borrow it Z” 

Now T what are you getting at I 

seen that ^ ^ swear that I have 

laxEe hla<i(» ® before. It’s quite ordinary except for the 
gc Diade. You’re not going to make me swear ” 

voice was soothing 
you, Sir Re^i^^* ^ niore questions to ask 
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of Gre^tulLsr ”°l;n anyone in the vicinity 

the thought tKa^ iT** glance she believed she read 

abo«R$e?"th=Tct ,St\ h*"k T’ 

of Escande u r “at he had been in the company 

oldeJmanhad murdered...that the 

wwTnstablt^^^ influence over the boy 

perate deeds° “Perament might drive him to des' 

vicinity »*^°She^s*poh?with^°®®?^\ anyone in the 
fidence that tul * ui T ^ heartiness and com 

I”"”- 

with Purcell in th.- Itl reassured after the scene 
detective, having following day. The 

mentioned that he w^s iS d'® of Reggie, 

an interview with <?taf.A to the lodge to have 

that his XTo LoS;.^k-®"^’ obviously relieved 
out Mrs. Brackenbury.^ ^ refused, sought 

•d. 

almost^^dist^ted ^ °T°®* feared. Believe me, I feel 

paused for frSom^m and 

forehead. “The detectrvf across *his 

“R 1. questioning Reggie." 

k of that...haven’t we all been questioned?" 

he lowered his^voke^ “that h^ belief," 

„ “at he suspects Reggie." 

probabl^%tS\TsSctir^^^^^^ He 

allow yourself to L so SrlsTel" wouldn’t 

He sighed* 

have come to light ®° many other things, that 

Reggie...Escande who faUM^ deceived by 

boy’s welfare at heS Tk ^^ pretended he had the 
People I trusted Tshoutefu""^-- ‘o°’ 

Spames, who was in thf 1 ^^^prised to find that 

also working against ’'''ben I was a boy, is 

gainst me m some way. I was glad 
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vhen Purcell excused me from going down to the 
lodge for the interview with Stacey* I didn't want to 
hear any more tales of treachery*" 

The detective and Clyde, on their way at^ that 
moment to the lodge, were also discussing the inter- 
view with Reggie. 

“The boy knows something he won't tell us," 
said Purcell. ‘‘But I haven't finished with him yet* 
He's a nervous emotional type**.he'll give himself away 
eventually." 

“You think he's implicated in the murder?" 

“Ido." 

“In that case he is also implicated in the crime in 
lio?" 

“That's one of the things that floors me. I don't 
aind admitting I'm up against one of the toughest 
noblems I've ever had to consider* On the journey 
rom Buenos Aires the “Montania" was in Rio 
larbour for three days* During that time, Jessel has 
[ready assured me that the whole party remained on 
card in the evenings* They visited the town for a 
iw hours during the day only* About Escande he 
ould say nothing definite. It. was the boy's habit to 
itire early after dinner— — " 

“So he gave out* He probably went ashore 
icretly with Escande." 

“That thought certainly occurred to me. I'm 
3ing to question Reggie later about that.* .when his 
ncle is not present." 

“That should be hest. Reggie hates his uncle, you 
now* A complex character." 

“I don't know why he should hate him."^^ Purcell 
t a cigarette, a thoughtful look on his face* “The old 
lap has done his best for the young scamp. And^ it'^s 
lain to see that he's very deeply concerned about him." 
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aontogRS=Vo’‘do'serv‘”^?"''“°,’’°“ 

attack^fl?^ ™ost at the moment is what the 

local stabbing Escande. The 

exhaustive search of 
to tSTJ,T ^ I think ni go on 

Inspector Fo^T headquarters after seeing Stacey, 
out^ a Seorv ^ He's working 

lousy mad professional jea. 

Besides ^“he ch,,rkr^^«T^j*’'^.‘'^”® “ criminal. 

the rStone theory is 

gnt one...but it s damned ingenious.” 

‘‘I have a theory, too,” said Clyde modestly. 
“What...a new one?” 

me yesterdayF^ ^ ®ight call it new.. .it only occurred to 
Might I ask what it is?” 

thinkk.”!uuIle,'l2llS? 

right. 

night. ffiS a Srf { nf.r “e in Rio that 

tfit takesniehalfmyltf“f“ *°P^y t>flF.and I'll do it, 

they knocked the^d^^s !f c moment 

" ” man with^iri^^!?!^* Stacey. He was 

.^iigtatiating manner* Recosf^ 
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nising them, he flung the door wide and stood aside for 
them to enter. 

“Come in, gentlemen. Is there anything I can do 
for you I” 

“Just answer a few questions,” replied the detective 
briefly. 

Stacey led them to a small sitting room on the right 
of the passage, and asked them to sit down. 

“If I can be of any help, sir, in the matter 1^1 
be very glad. A terrible thing to happen...if pnl'f it 
had take! place off the estate...hut so ^tressing for 
the family.. It’s the sort of thmg they re not used to, 
sir, and — *' 

“Yes, yes.” interrupted Purcell, 
to business. You knew this man, Escande well. ^ 

“Not exactly what you’d call 

place to know a gentleman in his 

ladies and gentlemen from the house, they drop me a 
affable wo?d when they see me at the gates, and- 

Purcell again interrupted 

Si?h tL° Frenchman. You ^ Town^S^'SHt 

ceive Mr. Jessel. 


nice. 


“Why, sir, put like that it doesn’t sound very 


“There isn’t anything nice about this business. 

“1 swear to Yo^’ Jol^ml^as'^^t^Ste Reginald 
nan^s game was. All he told m 

pvas being kept tjf ofa ii- Why, sir. 

young gentlemen, wanted a bit ot a nmg 

L was young myself once, and i 
“Get o%with the story. 
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„„ JifSreed to them keeping the car at the lodge 
on the nights they wanted to go out. There didn’t 
seem any great harm in that.” ‘ 

eh i<: worth your while, 

farrKi^« V anything.,.never expected a 

Reginald. A nice 

openhanded young gentleman. I always liked him.” 

“And disliked Mr. Jessel, I take if ?” 

“Why should I do that, sir 7” 

“I’m putting questions. You answer them. You 
nave a grudge against Mr. Jessel ?” 

“Well I... er... yes, sir.” 

“W^hat about ?” 

«;ii. thing, it’s a crying shame the way he kept 

ginald under. Always got his eye on him.” 

That s nothing to do with you.” 

“No, sir.” 

“What’s the real reason?” 

5^®,^tst time Stacey looked embarrassed, 
affair rk k ^now of an unfortunate little 

Fm^ton^ T ^ '^^tit into Lord 

bmston s service. I did a stretch. I mean, I was 

convicted...unjustly— — ” 

“Of course,” broke in Purcell drily. 

knowfikor a thing like that down if he 

wSn V employer doesn’t trust him. Mr. Jessel 

wamT Lire ""® ^ the house...thought I 

afraid I’irmaL ,Swfi^heg^^^^^^^^ 

Jessel absolutely wrong about Mr. 

another the swt who would always give a man 

another chance. He is far too kind and easy-going. 
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And when we questioned him about you he did not 
make any reference to this conviction you speak ot. 
Jle ought to have given me all the facts, but evident y 
wished to spare you. Now, about this stranger 
Jessel saw near the lodge gates on the day at tne 
tragedy. Did you see him?^^ 

“That I didn^t, sir/' 

“You seem very positive* Have you spoken to 
anyone else who saw the man 2 ** 

“No, sir. Seems like as if Mr. Jessel imagined 
him." 

“I don’t think that’s likely.” Purcell referred to 
his notes. Did you see Sir Reginald pass the lodge on 
his way to the village adout 1.45, that same day. 

“I didn't see him, sir." 

“Yet he declares that he passed the lodge at that 
hour. When was the last time you saw Monsieur 
Escande?" 

“The night before he was done in, sir. He came 
down here about his letters — " Stacey paused abrup y, 
as if aware that he had made a slip. 


“Letters, eh?" 

“Why, sir, perhaps I shouldn’t have mentioned 
it...” 

“Things might be very awkward for 
don’t mention all you know, Stacey. So e u y 
address for his correspondence. 

“Not all of it, sir.” 

“I assume that. From where did this corres 
pondence come? Abroad?” ^ 

“Yes. There were usually foreign postage stamps. 

“Had you any letters for him when he called hen 
last?” 
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^‘One. And it seemed to upset him a bit. That 
had the London postmark. It was typed.’^ 

‘‘What was it about?^^ 

Stacey stared uncomprehending. ‘T don’t under- 
stand, sir?” 

“You never steamed open any of his letters, 1 
suppose? There, Stacey don’t look so wounded. 1 
shan’t bring it up against you. If you give a hand in 
bringing the murderer to justice, there’ll be a reward. 
Who did the letter come from?” 

“I swear I didn’t steam it open, sir. The flap had 
come ungummed and...” he caught Purcell’s eye. “It 
was from Solomon Beron and was about some money 
that had been loaned. He was pressing him for it.” 

‘‘That’s quite right. We found that letter amongst 
Escande’s papers. It helped us on another line of 
enquiry we were making.” He got up. “That will do 
for the moment, but I may want to come in and see 
you later. And, remember, if any letters come for 
Escande, you must keep them for me.” 

“Very good, sir.” 

After Clyde and Purcell had left the lodge, Purcell 
remarked, “Stacey’s slippery type. But we might find 
him usefid.” He glanced at his wrist watch. “Now, 
r m going down to police headquarters to see Inspector 
rord. Are you coming along ?” 

“I think not. There’s something I have to look 
up...See you later.” 

_ ^After ^seeing the detective on his way to the village, 
Clyde took a devious route to the lodge going round 
the back of the building, which was square, one-storeyed 
and consisted of three rooms and a kitchen. Clyde 
peered cautiously into each window. There was one 
small wmdow opening from a scullery. Beneath this 
was a water butt ^ wooden lid. Clyde 

scrambled on to this. He now had a full view of the 
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^rior of the scullery. A man was 
?earance bore no resemblance to that of 
'per. He was dark and swarthy looking. 

“1 didn’t waste my time while Purcell was question- 
Stacey.” thought Clyde with sattsfaction. Just 
I thought...the guy hiding there is 
^ hanging about the lodge on the day or the 



CHAPTER XXII 


sally had not home the tragedy at Greystukes with 

she was highly strung ant} 
sensitive to atmosphere. She wished to leave the place 
Md was dismayed when her employer mentioned that 
their visit was to be indefinitely postponed. 

..U ^nta?hmei£“' »!■« 

"1,™!^'!'“'^^ ?'?'?'^'?*°’” i'dared SaUy fcinly. 

I.Wdmco»ve„ie„„ yju. M,L 

■'Wtat... 7 ou mean you want to leave me 1" 

re?*ceZ°"l XXonlJ 
SSaS!" ''' «>london,..I...I...ro|eyX 

Uo ^ that you’re being verv selfish tn 

yom..”^ ^ in replacing 

“It’s not going to be easy.” 

was, pMhTp?, ^ Bracketibury 

future. She 'miaht^nrtf^ ° world so easy in the 

so well. She miohe {„A^ might not feed 

listened meekly to he^iti’ to work. Sally 

tu^e her escape as soon 

=^pe as soon as possible. As she crossed 
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ike hall ayde was coming in. He was loolsmg 
i-^tremely pleased about something. He greete e 

clieerily- 

“Hello, Sally. Htst time I’ve seen you alone for 
4ays. Say, come into this^room, will you...there s 
gomething I want to tell you.” 

As he spoke he took her by the arm and led her 
the morning room, which opened on: the na 

Sally seated herself, feeling self-cmmciou^ She 
hoticipated what he was going to tell , , 

ihought sent the colour to her cheeks, and c ^ 

pulses to flutter. She looked, up at him shyly. Is 
yvhat you have to tell me very important. 

“Indeed it is,” he said eagerly. “Sally ” 

“Yes, Clyde 1 Her voice was tender. 

“I’m certain I’ve got a first-rate clue as to who du 
that murder*’^ 

His words had an instant eSect 
light died out of her eyes, she looked extremely 

Hignant. 

“The murder I” she echoed. 

“Yes...and I’m willing to htt a hundred dollars 
that it's quite escaped our friend rurce 

S.ny thought of a “5 

previous day to be his wife and- 

to the murder. He had askea ner , ^ 

because of Clyde-she had refused, ^^^haps she 

mistaken about Clyde.. .peth^ r „p. n^d easv attitude 
had just been the jolly, friendly, free and 

that distinguished the American character, bhe got p 

stiffly. . 1 , 

“Do you think it quite to 

an important matter 2” she asked. xney s y 

can't keep a &ecr€t*’^ 
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of 


“But rd trust you with anything* You’r^ 
sensible*’’ ^ 

A girl hates to be told that she is sensible. 
sense of grievance deepened. “That’s very nic^ 
you. But I’d like you to know that I’ve been ! 
much affected by this dreadful tragedy... Ican^t sle^P*' *1 
sha’n’t rest until I get away from this place. I’m flat^^^r 
at your wanting to confide in me.. .but the last thit^^ 
the world I want to discuss is murder.” She wen^ 
in a flutter of indignation. Clyde stared at the 
door in perplexity. 


“Darned if I know why she should get so 
me,” he thought gloomily. “1 suppose she thinks iro 
dumb.. .and she never gave me a chance to tell 
the smart work I’ve put in to-day.” 

But if Sally had proved unsympathetic, Purcell 
greatly impressed by Clyde’s discovery at the lodge* 

thought Stacey had something up his 
But what made you think he was concealing someone 
at the lodge?” 

“When you were talking to him I was lookiag 
round... making mental notes. You’d told 
previously that Stacey lived at the lodge alone. 
were two glasses standing on that sideboard affair in 
the room he took us into.. .they’d contained beer and 
hadn’t been washed up. Of course a friend might have 
dropped in...but a friend wouldn’t leave his shoes 
behind...They were just inside the wall cupboard the 
door of which was partly opened... they were at least 
two sizes too small for Stacey, and were of a type a 
foreigner would wear. Stacey’s manner, too, when 
you were questioning him, looked suspicious. He 
glanced sharply over his shoulder once or twice and 
seemed at times in an uneasy listening attitude.*.! 
wasn t a stowaway for nothing...! know that feeling of 
someone going to jump out at you* 

*So, without isayiig a word to me, you went back 
to the lodge and did a spot of sleuthing on your own 
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Smart work. Think I’ll go down to the police 
**^^^100 right away...we’ll have the lodge surrounded 

get our man ** 

“No. 1 think that isn’t the best way,” broke it| 
^^Vcie. “It makes the whole thing too public, xou 
a&d. 1 will go down to the lodge...we shall get our man, 
|'^'i*ll see with less fuss, and we may get just the in- 
‘^’^rtiation we want. As a precaution, we 11 take our 
with us.” 

Stacey may have been surprised to see them ret^^ 
so quickly. This time he admitted them with a 
”^^Hner less ingratiating than before. 

, “You’ve come again to question me, gentlemen ? he 
“leitianded curtly. “I told you before all I know. 

“You were very helpful,” agreed PurcelL “It isn’ 
Vou I want to question this time — ^but your rriena i 


“I don’t understand, sir.” 

“I want to talk to your friend who is staying with 
yoti here.” 

“I’m alone in the place sir...there’s no one here... 
give you my word.” ...As he spoke he tried o 
^ sudden dash past them. Purcell caught him y 
arm. 

“Cover him, Moncrieff, while I search the place.” 

“D-don’t shoot, ” stammered Stacey, trembling at 
the sight of Clyde’s revolver...”!’!! tell you everyt^ng... 
the chap’s hiding in the pantry tW opens off the 
scullery.. .but he’s done no harm...neither hai^ 
only dodging some one he owes money to v 

off asPurceU entered. The man Clyde had s^en *r°ugh 
the scullery window was marching before the detec 
at the point of the revolver. 

“Sit down,” ordered Purcell. “And tell me what 
you are doing here.” 
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“I’m doing no harm,” said the man sullenly. "Only 
staying for a day or two here.” 

Yet Stacey previously said that there was no one 
else hem but himself. “Purcell considered him thought- 
fully He had a swarthy look, and spoke English with 
the slightly lisping accent and lilting intonation that 
distinguishes the half caste. “What’s your name 2” 

“Josef Matteos.” 

Clyde glanced quickly at Purcell. But if the 
detective was surprised at this announcement, his face 
did not reveal it. 

lives'Sio Matteos, called Cara who 


Yes. Cara Matteos is my sister.” ^ 
“You are a native of South America ?” 
“Exactly.** 

*What is your business in this country ?** 
“I came on a visit.’* 


Cut that out. Why are you here?** 

a messaol™# Raoul Escande. I had 

well.’' ^ him.. .from my sister who knew him 

brini?onfthiJway!”" important message to 

hasn?siSS.””^°'*'”'* ^ 

ficanS''m?wat k a 

but 

at all.^^You w^^f This attitude won’t help you 
e seen hanging about this place on the 
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lay Escande was murdered. Ever since then you have 
?een hiding here/^ 

‘‘I had no intention of hiding. It was Stacey, here, 
who said it would be better for me to lie low until the 
enquiries in this district had ended. I know nothing of 
the murder. I had no grudge against Escande. I have 
a letter from my sister to him.. .a letter that she did 
not wish to pass through the censor’s hands.^’ 

‘‘You have the letter with you 

Matteos touched his breastpocket. “It is here.” 

“Let me see it.” 

Matteos shrugged his shoulders. “Pardon me. You 
are not very discreet. It is my sister’s affair.” 

“Mine as well now. Hand over that letter.” 

At the detective’s brusque manner, Matteos shrugged 
his shoulders again, but took a sealed envelope from 
his pocket and passed it over in silence. 

Purcell tore open the envelope, drew out a sheet of 
lotepaper and studied it with brows drawn together. 

“It’s written in French, I see.” 

“Why not, since Escande was a Frenchman.” 

Clyde observed a faint smile of derision on the face 
}£ Matteos. Purcell may have been a very good detec- 
ive but he was a poor linguist. Though able to distin- 
uish one or two phrases, he could not make a perfect 
ranslation of the letter. 

“So she knows the name of the assassin,” he mut- 
er ed. Then he turned to Clyde. “What do you make 
f this Moncrieff 

Clyde studied the thin sloping handwriting and as 
e read his heart leapt as he realised the significance of 
ais message which ran : 
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Cher ami : Je connais le nom de Passassin. II est 
celui qui vous avez designe J,2x* Void le moV 
ment de vous en profiter.^ N'oubliez que la moitie 
de butin est a moi* Cara* 


'This is very important/' he began... 

"What is the exact translation asked Purcell. 


Just this : ‘Dear Friend, I know the name of the 
murderer. He is the one you have designated J.2x. It 

olf ir you to profit by this. Don't for- 
g t that half of the spoils come to me. Cara." 

T^ere was an impressive silence. Then Purcell 
une^to Matteos. “So you think this is no one'si 
attair but your sister's. Who is J.2x 

9^ oath, I cannot tell you. I am but 

emissary...! did not know the contents of the letter 
i swear to you I know nothing." 

was his manner Purcell felt inclined to 
believe him on this point. He rose. 

wantto put some other questions to you 
If tjrvn A ^ ^^^time, make no attempt to leave here, 
and Sta^ceyCtched attested. I am having both you 

he remarked, “I 

them tn rf to police headquarters in Rio telling 
shall Matteos. In the meantime I 

mindhS'f on the lines I had in 

mma betore I saw that letter.” 

ed cfvde°™‘A he blackmailed,” remark- 

vo Myde. A foul type that Escande.” 

abley^h*lfcR^^‘^n ^ impression- 

you can.” * *^he way for an hour if 
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“All right* 111 ask him to take me for a run in hk 
car..*bit of a risk considering the way he drives, but Id 
do anything for a pah What’s the idea 

“I want to search his rooms. You understand? 

Clyde nodded. “I understand. You can reckon 
on me to keep him out of the way.’’ 



CHAPTER XXIII 


Y^OU searched Reggie’s rooms, I suppose ? Any 

results?” Noting the gravity of the detective’s 
expression, Clyde put the question eagerly. 

Piircell nodded. ‘T want to talk to you about it. 
Shall we go to your room where we can have privacy?”. 

As soon as they were alone he took from his 
pocket a knife wrapped in a silk handkerchief. He laid 
it on the table. 

*T’rn taking it up to the Yard for finger print exa- 
mination. Don’t touch it... just leave it in the hand- 
kerchief... but look at the blade.. .those rust marks... 
blood. That, I am fairly certain is the weapon that was 
used to kill Escande.” 

“You found this in Reggie’s rooms ?” 

“Yes. On a ledge in the chimney — you know how 
wide these old-fashioned chimneys are.. .in former days 
men hid in them. Some people seem to think they’re 
perfect as places of concealment... but 1 always go for 
them first!” 

1 .It think this points to Reggie being the 

Killer ? ’ 

Trankly, 1 don’t. There are so many conflicting 
Items of evidence... the knife may have been planted on 
him. 1 shall, of course, keep him under observation.” 

“You’ll tell his uncle ?” 

selves^^^^^^ vet. We must keep this to 


our- 
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“I think we owe it to Mr. Jessel to tell him this 
latest development. He asked me to let him know if 
anything fresh turned up.” 

“You can tell him if you like. I suppose we can 
rely upon his keeping it secret, 1 sha’n’t make any move 
until 1 hear from the police headquarters in Kio. 
They’ll make that woman speak...they’ve got them own 
methods. Not the kind- we use at the Yard.’ He glanced 
at his watch. “1 must get back to London now. U1 
call on my way to see Inspector Ford and get mm to 
put two of his men on to watching Stacey and Matteos. 
Care to come back to town with me ?” 

“No, thanks. I think I’ll stay here.” 

“There’s an attraction here that pulls, of course.” 
Purcell spoke with bitterness. “It may interest you 
to know that I’m not in the running any more...witt) 
her.” 


“You mean Sally ” 

“Has turned me down. Flat. When we were on 
loard I got the idea that she liked me. Perhaps you ve 
:ut me out/* 

“1 wish 1 could think that,” said Clyde thinking 
uefully of Sally’s brusque inanner when he had last 
ipoken to her. “I don’t think she has much use for 

:ither of us, Purcell.” 

“Huh! Glad at any rate that I’m “ot Smng t(_ 
see you %tep in and take her under my very nose. There s 
mother chap, of course/* 

‘‘Did she tell you that T* 

‘‘She gave me to understand 

Wwas a moment-. siUnc. and *en- as if pJtoB 
himself together after a blow, Puiedl said m a cha , 
ed voice, “I’ll be getting along. 

Clyde went down wkh him to lie 

got out his car. After the detective had departed, ne 
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sought out Jessel. It surprised him to find that he was 
working on his history, deeply absorbed, and, for the 
time at least, oblivious of the shadow of tragedy that 
hung over the house. This vaguely irritated Clyde...he 
could not sympathise with such detachment. 

interrupting you too much, Mr. 
jessel, he said, ‘‘but I have something important to 
tell you. 

^ Jessel looked up.. “There^s no peace nowadays,*’ 
he said a trifle pettishly. “I suppose your important 
news relates to the murder.” 

“Tm afraid it does, Mr. Jessel. You asked me to 
keep you in touch with the latest developments.” 

^ must think me very 

unreas enable. ..but there seems only one topic — andi 
that a gruesome one enough — in the household these 
days.” 

When the mystery is cleared up there will be no 
need to discuss it again.” 


^ JesseFs apathy vanished. He swung eagerly round 
m his chair. “Then the mystery has been solved?” 

£ clues. Unfortunately one 

ot them relates to Reggie.” 

/‘To Reggie? What do you mean?” 

, , The feife with which the murder was committed, 

has been discovered in Reggie’s room.” 


r.ii ^ f words, Clyde regret- 

■iA * 1 ^ w approached the subject more 

aaroitly. tor some moments Jessel seemed unable 
hlnd?^^* He shivered, and dropped his face in his 

toH you too bluntly,” said Clyde, 
-ontrition in nis j * • i . 

TO JSi^!fe,i:4?d_don t imagine that this 
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surely all this can^t be t. i i 

spoken to Reggie about this detective 

if yonZoSd f ^ only 

about that clue.” preserve the greatest secrecy 

prepaJf m 2 befoJehand”°'^ ^ allowed to 

Purcelf would° not certain 

him. He understati/^Ttu^ that...Leave it to 

and would understand better than we do 

u unaerstand how to approach Reggie.” 

a thing sho2d^ ham2n ®o°r again. “That such 
name.” appen...such a slur on our proud 




^Is that all you 


“No...It is far worse than that.” 

Then you,..suspect Reggie?” 

some momenw^^ Then^^* ®P®ak for 

I am writing there are 22'^’ slowly, “In this history 

annals of the family incidents in the 

house...another wl; held ^ 

bis footmen...but it was ne idling one of 

do you know whyl Tl® Now 

apprehension?” ^ suffering such an agony of 

your rninfc^rm® * Ki^think^p“ I. think I can set 

quarrel with his tutor th2«K ^ 

uig together they got 2 KM ^ ^ '^alk- 

tutor ?” got to blows and Reggie stabbed the 

"May God forgive me...I do believe that.” 

that. It is alrnos^^^2l^2t^M°’u 

certemly established that the man 
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^ho killed Howarth Ripley in Rio also struck down 
Escande*'’ 

“But isn’t that theory a little far-fetched Z” 

“Not when the details are linked up* Now, you 
don’t believe Reggie killed his kinsman in Rio, do 
your’ 

“His kinsmam indeed I I tell you that man was 
an impostor if he claimed relationship with our family* 
;And why should he be in any way connected with the 
murder here V* 

“He received his death blow in the same fashion 
and obviously from the same hand*” 

Jessel shook his head. “Forgive me*. .that seems 
too fantastic to entertain*” 

“You persist in suspecting your own nephew, Mr* 
Jessel ?” 

“I don’t want to suspect him, God knows. 
Only,. .knowing his weak erratic character, hb violent 
uncontrollable temper I am horribly afraid.*.You say 
1 should not approach him about this matter 1 

“Please don’t* Nothing must be done until Purcell 
returns.” 

“When will that be ?” 

“In a day or two, I believe. But he will phone 
you in the morning.” 

“In the meantime, we are to live in a stye of 
frightful suspense... And how are we to keep silent it 
Reggie suspects that we know everything . 

“But how can he suspect. It^^is up to us to give 
him no hint of how matters stand*’^ 

“I was thinking of...that Imife. Hemight go to 

the hiding place and find that it had gone* 
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‘‘He could only do that if he knew it had been 
concealed there«..in short, if he were guilty/’ 

“That’s true* If he’s not guilty he can’t possibly 
suspect anything*” Jessel looked relieved. “Why, 
there’s a simple solution, my friend* We’ll watch 
Reggie*. .if he seems the same, his manner unperturbed, 
then we can be sure he knows nothing of the existence 
of the knife in his room. ” 

ingenious idea of yours, Mr* Jessel, 
And I believe it will set your mind at rest.” 

“Then you believe the boy to be innocent 2” 

r • t ^ ^ came here I have got to know him 

tairly well**.He confides in me* Given a chance ifi 
another ciirection his character could be shall I say.,, 
built up 2” ^ 


i ^Slsd you believe in him*” Jessel turned once 
more to his desk, and with a distracted gesture began to 
gather up the papers of his manuscript* Watching 
yde thought, “this new chapter in the family 
history— will it ever be written 
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X" 

conceal his agita^ 

•ion aMS“ "'*'“= “«■'“■ 

beenSXordeis nTtoMV^t^ happened, but he had 
tive “Whaf-’o <-k talk about it, said, the detect 

tive. What s the mystery, Mr. Jessel ?” 

replie^Tesspf ^ decide on a plan of action, 

i.tSrLl;,“s»K" Set? 

n-’i 


happSr i»i*- 


^When did this 


tookhLTor^SSra"‘ihe'f“°T“i5' 

Getting no renlv^cR /. locked. 

o»Kor &„te H.ham„.„J 

wefoTOd the lock ^‘’W*''" 

room empty. ” ' open the door to find the 

‘Had the bed been slept in ?” 

hadbSnle&'^“® undisturbed. No message 

>lonSngs^»'"''""“^'*‘‘^g^i‘hhim...c or other 

“As far as I can ascertain nothing is missing.” 
ave you informed Inspector Ford V* 

I didn t want the affdr wait until you came* 

-Tirk 7 ^ discussed in the village*^^ 


All LUC viuaj 

have of finding hiim the better chance 


we 
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Jessel shivered* ^‘Very unwelcome puWici - 
wc can trace him without incurring any scandal, su y 
that will be better/’ 

Purcell’s expression was grim, i 

in saving your name from a scandal, Mr* 
jfthe enquiries I am making, Sir^I^gmald s 
)earance is of immense significance.” He got ^P* , 

^ou don’t mind 111 look round his rooms now. 

y like to question the ser vents- -particularly 

lUtdoor staff/’ 

Jessel rose^ “111 take you up myself.’ 

But it was not in the bedroom that Purcell 
is investigations. He concentrated on Keggie 
eginning with the chimney which he 
1th the aid of a torch and his magnifying glass, borne 
ne has fingered this ledge in the chimney since 
camined it,” he commented. 

“Then he did go to look for the knife,” murmured 
ssel in tremulous tones. 

Purcell looked sharply at Clyde. You told Mr. 
ssel of my discovery/’ 

“Yes. You know we agreed that it would be better 
ace we could deperd upon his keepinj^ 
cret, 

“True. But I think we’ve made a mistake there, 
ow I ’‘11 see the bedroom.” 

He first examined the broken 1 

ithe floor when you and Soames broke in. 

ked Jessel. 

‘''Why....now I come to think of tlir^key 

r seeing it. Having forced the^ doo p 

dn’t seem of much importance. 

“T think it is It’s obvious the door has been 

eked outside, tterefo.e the key m tto 

se is rather an important clue. 
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W’hat a strange idea. Then 
Reggie wul have the key with him now.” 

Perhaps he hasn’t. Whoever has it will be able to 
give me some vital information.” The detective re- 
sumed his search of the room. Then after making 
some notes he returned to the library and proceeded to 
(question the servants. 

r.( e^dence was of little assistance. Not one 

to have seen Reggie leave the Priory 
preceding night, no noise had been 
he detective questioned Soames closely* 

night r* to supervise the locking up at 

“Yes, sir.” 

, securely as usual last inght be- 

rore you retired ? ’ 

“Yes, sit.” 

iir^A down this morning did you 

nnd any doors or windows unbolted V* 

“No, Sir. All was as I had left it.” 

fasteniJ’°puUn JesSeL 

tive “ Ae* forgotten. ” He turned to the detec- 

nmdcuWrrii ^ window. I noticed 

hSbWn th.Tf the wind 

offthe ^ curtains aside, and I switched 

IcxW ®ut I remember 

evening.” ^ ^ curtains the previous 

“Why didn’t you tell me that at first ?” 

Suest? T® iu^Portant. The family or 

too waSi?sk”^* open the windows if the rooms seem 
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‘‘When did you las£ see Sir Reginald. 

‘ ‘It was at dinner, Sir. ’’ 

“Did he seem the same as usual V’ 

“1 noticed he seemed bS 

ittle. But of course since the trag dy 

limself.” . j 7 ., 

“Do vou know at what hour he retire . 

.•Hewen. up to his study .1><« 

Kvas crossing the hall and saw him g P 

“Did he speak to you 2” 

‘•No, sit. 1 wished him good-uight, but he d.d« t 
answer.” 

“Did that surprise you 2” ^ 

“Well, sir not exactly,” fffable.“ 

Reginald is given to into himself, if 

and. then at other times^^ quite 
you know what 1 mean. 

11 AAA “That will be all for the moment 

Purcell nodded. , ^ t e,o«.l “There are one or 

thank you.” He turned to Je • , ^.j^ar up.” 

two other points that with your help 1 mig 

After the servants had left the^i l^gg^jTj.gjQarked 
detective had been questioning them, J 

with a trace of weariness. 

questioning doesn t see “That’s where 

Purcell gave him an think you have 

1 must differ from you. Also.i a Reginalds 

told me everything you know abo 

""%r:u1g:.sha.Umud.hho.^."^^ 

nephir 

Sf=toSitRs8i».ld's»I>sutm»t. 
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You were asked to keep that discovery secret?” 
not Slv. m, wo, a 

steodUv' wf*! nothing: hut looked at him 
ge'sture. “I don’t hands with a resigned 

U.eke;.MrMoncTief 

to you. I felt T broken my promise 

«fFZu?:«yrJ”h£'P«k|»R«f? n.y»?If about thb 

events, find om if lie ^ ^ version...or at all 

being found in the nothing about the knife 

have S acted ^ ^hat I 

little, “but I have^\^°°°^^j?^’ broke a 

out i nave been so distracted.” 

a P«?t7'b"a’’S'“lt"‘''’ ’'““•■■’'“"’r; through 

before mv hivSttr Sir Reginald 

things, you see He’e°,f T^u It’s complicated 

g . you see. He s got the wind up and bolted.” 

harm th^ good.°^^*^ foreseen this.. .I’ve done more 

take it ? 1'°'* ^t>o much. How did he 

He kept^ rdtmtins tW^^t'^'u a stormy scene. 

Pt reiterating that he hadn’t done the murder. ” 

o you think he did it, Mr. Jessel?” 

Jessel averted his head , 

question to me Arr. t c- '^t)u put such a 

«j , I tiothis uncle ?” 

rcnce. fbeUeve^mf^t ’^®l^‘^.I°ttship makes any diffe- 
Come, tell me exactlv been aroused. 

“I h 1 ^ between you.” 

I swear it. I can’t 
^*^e went out of the mr. ^9/ word. But when 
^ake him,” ' m would never 
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‘‘When did this conversation take place.’’ 

‘‘Last evening in my study- 
‘‘What time was it when he left you . 

‘‘Somewhere about ten-thirty, Ibelieve. 

, “That is when Soames saw him go up 
7 ” 

“Yes, 1 suppose so.” , , tnind. 

“Thank you, Mr. Jessel. car.” 

go to the garage and examm He was 

, Clyde accompanied him to t e g 
10ok;ij^g contrite? , have 

“You were right,” he said, Reggie’s 

Jessel about your findmg that kn 
'OOia. It’s messed everything up. _ 

“I wouldn’t say that...iust given another 

'tie affair.” T thought you were 

“Glad that’s how you take it. 

Soitig to ffre me.” , , can 

“On the contrary 1 know a way m 

be of immense help.” n ^ D men over here 

“That’s fine- I guess you C- 

have different methods...from ours. 

“In what way ?” , moment we 

“Well, we should have got busy ^ th^^ 

heard of "Reggie’s **j the country.-iustead 

liig—got out police ca^.-sc .j'hat would have 

of sitting back firing off Que 

waited.—” , _ 

He paused for PurceU was chuckling. 

“So you think I’m a bit slow, eh. 

“I wouldn’t say that exacdy... y— 

“But you thmk .fT,- police throughout 

What’s the good 1 know where my i 

country, sendmg out cars, 
is already*’’ 


man 
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“You know?” 

“Yes.” 

“Then where....” Clyde paused. “But perhaps you 
won £ want to trust me with any more secrets*’^ 

_ “ni have to trust you with this one. Because I’m 
going to rely on your help.” 

“Where do you think he is to be found ?” 

Purcell jerked his thumb over his shoulder in the 
direction of the Priory. “In there.” 

So you think he hasn’t bolted after all ?” 

“I don’t think. I know.” 

T. smote his brow. “To think 

i could have been so dumb...Jessel’s hiding Reggie until 
IS trouble blows over. He believes he’s guilty and 
mean^ perhaps, to get him out of the country.. .to 
save the family being disgraced, I suppose.” 

0 u certainly hiding him. And there isn’t 

a better place for that plan in the whole of England.” 

Gosh, you’re right. Mr. Jessel has shown me 
some of the underground dungeons...In the days of the 
Koyahst risings they used to conceal political rebels 
1 . There s a tunnel, too, a mile long...it used to 
W J^th another house in the neighbourhood that 

has smce been demolished ” 

som» ^ getting to know 

wmethmg of the history of the place,” broke in Pur- 

about, I want you to 
.s^btwanean passages and lose no 

Yanke^iLikcSa?.” ^ show what 

“You meaii,..to*night V* 

**T /I T "L Tt 1 

tli£ co wmrTO^u think we’re going to scour 

1 get your^o^S^^'^'^fii "^ben when 
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“lust give me the chance. Sure to be a tough job. 
ttut when 1 went exploring the place with Jessel, I made 
f special note of those underground passages. He show- 
gd me the secret compartment that led to the tunnel. I 
guess I’ll make for that first.” 

“Good boy. Here’s the garage...now for examining 
{be car.” 

“But do you think anything will be gained by 
{bat...in view of your theory V’ . - 

Purcell chuckled. “Everything will be gamed it 

I can put Jessel on a wrong scent. 

Clyde looked at him shatply. He «as J 

of insight it occurred to him that Fu 
thing.that he would not reveal. Not oidy Jessel 
Clyde himself was being put on the wron^ sc 
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JT seemed to Clyde that hours had elapsed since he 

ir.fi -r front staircase with such 

nfinite caution, his ears strained to catch any sound 

SiTouf ^ if ^ adventure was the most 

Pri.lr i, subterranean passages of the 

morning, said to be 

Sdo«erthiL“^”^'“^’ Clyde heartily 

endorsed this supposition. The atmosphere was dank 

SSnarXbf beyond 

tiiS. V.T i” "* “ 

which he enr^ffi r ° *9^ roofed apartments 

Kke tnmL the broad flagged passages, were 

abouftheL " Charnel-house 

morefbn ^tolently...it was nothing 

S bm hff. “ one of the 

tively over hU shoulder® 

“Can yo^W jitters.” he said half aloud. 

I’ve got to puh^eS^eE^ I 

of thepassage^tU hfr* ^^jOj^ovi^ed the devious trend 
led the se<^S^ff the apartment from which 

this, intheh eSsL-^!®®"’ ®l^o^n him 

exhaustive tour of the Priory ; but Clyde 
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I .A n'frcsilcd his memory by carefully examining the 
ancient plan of the building. 


It was a much larger apartment than the others, 
but had tiw same low ceiling, the same earthly smell. 
Clyde threw his titrch into every corner of it, revealing 
a small ilight of steps, and beyond them a massive 

door. 


Fxamining the door, Clyde instantly forgot his 
imaginative fears in the excitement of a thrilling dis- 
covery. 

I'he door which, when he had last seen it in the 
company of Jesscl, was covered with the rust and grime 
ofeenmries, had quite recently been 

were evidences that it had not yielded easily, and heavy 
blows had been hammered on to it. One of the great 
hinges had broken. As he bent down eagerly examin- 
ing the many fingerprints so dearly outlmed m the dust, 
a Uiul broke on his ears. This time it was not the 
drip of water, but shuffling 

bick his supernatural fears returning. His active 
native brain conjured up scenes of 

that had taken places centuries ago...no ^oubt there had 
been men who died in these d«ngeon8...perh^s m th^ 
Ant* in which he was s tan diBg*.. they migh ^ 

been tortured, left to perish of thirst and starvation... 
the shuffling footsteps drew nearer. 

rivde swung round, straining his ears. The fopt' 
.«p. a vote .aid = -What ate you domg 

here ?” ^ 

For a moment Clyde felt a rush 
that the queer shuffling wa^ seized with 

Then, as the nervous W Sanding in 

embarrassment and confusion 

the doorway that led into the mam passag ^ 

“l...I...had a reason for coming down here, he 
stammered. 
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‘‘Obviously* But perhaps youll tell me that 
reason, Mr* MoncriefF* It seems very odd behaviour 
on the part of a guest/’ 

Qyde smothered a curse of annoyance that rose to 
ms bps* How hopelessly he had bungled this affair. 
Was It through any direct fault of his own? He must 
nave made some noise in coming down here, Jessel had 
been disturbed and followed him. And his ready mind 
could not offer even the lamest of excuses for his 
behaviour. 


‘ 1 am waiting/’ added Jessel distantly. 

• different indeed, were his cold angry tones 

with his ^ual easy affability. Clyde was not surprised 
at this. He was aware that his conduct must seem 
monstrous. But this time he had no intention of 
revealing Purcell’s plans to anyone. 

Just now I can’t tell you. It also implicates 
someone else. Some day 1 shall be able to explain and 
you will see that I was justified in my search 

Search?^ ^So you are looking for something down 
nere. is it hidden treasure, may I ask?” 

Clyde flushed in the darkness. “I am not a thief.” 

I might have greater confidence in you, if you 
could give me some explanation of your conduct,” 

Clyde bore this shaft in silence. 

Tvp-rKoH speak on your own behalf, 

implimed^^ will let me know who is this person also 

of shrugged his shoulders. By the light 

TliCTe that Jessel was fully dressed, 

toilette hurried or incomplete in his 

Bifiht Nftf retired that 

diSss^^lS*^ perhaps, in view of his apparent 
ixeggie s disappearance. 

’feave this discussion until 
* a perfectly feasible explana- 
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,ion2 I jon’t exactly like this background, and it’s 
jevilishly ctdd.” 

“1 must apologise. If I had known that imy guest 
ws coming here I could have given orders for some 
leating and other comforts to be provided. 

Clydi* was beginning to lose his temper. The acid 
ontempi in the other man’s voice was unbearab e. 
‘Quit fooling,” he said abruptly. ‘T d no right to 
his place, and if I’ve offended you I’m sorry. At the 
ame time I’m not sorry I came down here. 

“I think you will he sorry, my (fiend, eventually. 
Uiyes, wry sorry. You’ve made a blunder this time. 

\i\d it Huh landed you in a very awkward situation. 

“You talk aa if you’re going to bring a charge 
lainsf me...that’s pretty thin, Mr. Jessel. 

“You’re wrong. 1 shall bringno charge against you.” 

“It’s good to hear that, anyway. And now, wUh 
our permission. I’ll get back to my room. He took 
step towards the door. ^ 

“Stand where you are.” Jessel’s 

icht hand in his jacket pocket. Pll put\ 

a revolver. “Move another step and 1 11 put a 

lullei through you.” 

Clyde gave a short laugh. “So you think I m 
langerous.” 

"You .re d.n««oa.. Bo< I didn't suspect you at 

irst.” 

“Suspect me I Of what?” _ 

“The time has come to drop firSI 

yet through your game. ^ l.jl admit you 

You came here to spy out the lan 
were clever. And, but for one slip, you wo 
got away with it.” 
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You know my reason for coming here ?” 

, ‘ I do. And, as you see, the game is up. You are 
aUS Send " investigations, my smart 

?SoHn 3: a moment’s 

reflected that Purcell had made a 
similar discovery ahead of him. 

It’s s s.omething else that you’ve got to know 
at vour nwT,^®? prowling down here to-night 

somethin^ nnnf^" ^ ®nppose you were prepared for 
found out.’™^ ^^*^*^ ^^PP^ning to you if you were 

puncmafine*^hi«^ ^ revolver with which Jessel was 
hand Hu K T'^^^ds as he raised it slightly in his 
Srma?L^?R ^"\^o^king rapidly" True the 
opportunitv anri snatched the right 

aSut the result ^ they came to grips he had no doubt 
and set his hart ^ntiously, he shifted his position 
Srch in He had slipped his 

might eet the rKiP hand pocket of his jacket. He 
him for a fraction*^^ ^ Jessel’s face, throw 

he must make him tSk.^ 

guest, you’re noV°show1 ^°tir hospitality as a 

host,” he said coolly. “g yourself to be the perfect 

sensibly that gun and we talk 

vvny snould you want to kill me ?” 

in my ha?ds,**natumlIv^°T i."^® choice 

he sacrificed. You mi,ct that you should 

much. You found amrT^^ because you know too 
Howard Ripley's identitv ^7 P^P^^s proofs of 

member of the lesse? that he was a 

And you mean to use 
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, mit why you went to such lengths 

“InH-f.' '‘'‘ ”^ ;: i'^^-t .yestion of family pride.” 
...lisosvn hinu n 

,• iv nrklr' What do you know of that to 
"iMnub You fool, it can be stronger 

jialcc svK-h a ‘ u^ainspring of my very existence. 

thanWi’- I' ‘ not sacrifice to it there is 

There is no on« preserve the honour of the 

m iy «f the Jcssels. 1 have done 

cold-blooded »»- 

, , , 1 » t assure you. What 1 had to 

‘‘Not coldddoodciU^^ anguish because of its 
do has causvst me * gjightest remorse. You have 
necessity. Btit n« pians—you have only yourself 
thrust yourselt “'J*-* " to happen to you. You are 

not going to itavi i y 



CHAPTER XXVI 

his nerves in an effort to survey the 
hunaour Jessel. Therein lay his only chance of 

’■®ason to be proud of your distin- 
guished family,” he said in tones as level and unemo- 

1 *em. “But is it worthy of a 

iwi a >^at, giving him no 

chance of putting up any defence ?” 

honour of the Jessels that I am 

tW® i shrink from doing 

that.... 1 do not shrink from anything.” 

T Viax^ ^ understand what you’re talking about, 
vou flf doing you any harm. Won’t 

^ against me Z” 

vou flrf. does it matter ? It is a long story...one that 
you are not capable of understanding.” 

the ^ dicker of hope. The longer 

when Teleoi^ g^tCT his chances of snatching a moment 

underM^^i!-^^^-]?* *l ^ story. Even if you think I shan’t 
understand it, it’s the last request I am making.” 

open door°°^^w moved awiiy slightly , from the 
sl^pe and carrying a powerful torch, lantern 

>>' lower ie 
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"Because 1 know it is your last request 1 shall tell 

the story. li is a confession .and no one will ever 
Mt it but yourself. I have already told you that there 
1,0 sacrifice too tireat for me to m.ake to save the 
onour of my family. Perhaps, then, you ran imagine 
L years of bitterness 1 have endured knowing that my 
ead brother’s son, Reggie, was to inherit Greystukes 
Priorvand carry on utir famous name...that vicious 
decadent youth, with no pride of race, and with so 
little interest in this histone okl place, he has threatened 
to sell it on attaining his majority. 1 hated him with 
-very fibre of my being...” C lyde shivered to hear the 

as, ion of hatred in this voicc...”Hated him so much 
hat I never ceased to long for him to die. He was a 
delicate youth and this seemed a hopeful possibility. 
But as he grew older it was the weakness of his charac- 
ter that became more marked than the deterioration m 
his health. And so I was able to foresee what was 
goin^ to happen,*’ 

He pau.sed for a moment, as if lost in 
Clvde slightly altered his position, but 
movement was noted by Jessel, who remarked with an 

inflection of sarcasm. 

“Perhaps you are tired of standing. ..hadn’t you 
better sit dawn...my story may take some time. 

“1 am not tired, and perfectly 
plied Clyde. “Go on. Your story interests me. 

“I foresaw that f 

name he had inherited. He would run t^ugh hi^ 

fortune.. .it would nor take . would sell 

to relieve him of his money, ^r^ually l^e woum seu 
everything, the famous Pictures, the hmrlooms wtac 
have hearS him refer to as nnd so I decided 

bring the name of Jessel to the dust and so I aecia 

to kill , 

that!** exclaini€d Clyde 

**Godi**yoti can’t mean ■ tnai.* 
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run iust fHo lime seemed ripe, there was an 

, 'in’, dev. lopment. I had !1 communication from 
who -fvh d iumseltHovvarth Ripley. 

“You’ve known ahout Ilowarth Ripley all the 

line - - 

“Yes. luv irierni...! shrew dust in your eyes... I also 
„twi!iked Purcell, tlie smart detective. I swore that 
lic man was an impostor when he claimed to ^elonyo 
r t niilv. Bs.r 1 Uumd our that his claim was just 
i at the iVlU.w himself was aware how closely 
t was to us. Por some reason his -other had 

,nt the real tacts of his parentage ^ocret. I had to 
ie exlumst ive enqtiiries. and it was only^ after a long 
archil search th.u ! discovered the truth... 

“The truth?” For a mornent 
,wn desperate position in his^^ interest in the story. 

'Who was this Htiwarth Ripley . 

"My eldest brother’s child.” 

“You mean he was Reggie’s brother?” 

“ 1 Hs half brother. at The 

irother married 

-irl was a barmaid. "Ift after 

ong. Hhewas a iml lot. She 

he child was horn. He d^o America, taking the 
x'ared...wcnt abroad to boutn _ s^ociated with 
;hild with her. or years 4“^^®®°dopted his 

1 man called ^orst traits 

aame, He shtidy career is known, 

of both sides of his family. -his shady c 

, j nnt Reggie — who was the 
“Then It was he and not Regg 

heir to the baronetcy.” 

“Surely that’s clear e*‘°“®KesSbable...He was 
on making 'his discovery . who, sooner 

l!*rl*;*di8cover that he was the heir. At 
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the moment he communicated with me, he mer^i 
believed himself to be a very distant relation 
something his mother had revealed. He approach^^ 
nae tor money. It was then I began my investigation 3 
As soon as I.knew the truth, I decided on my 
k ^ employed a trusted private agent 

shadow the man. He sent me an exhaustive report 
my nephew^s activities, and they did not make ^ 
pretty story. It confirmed me in my decision.*’ ^ 

‘Tou mean...to go to Rio 
Exactly. The final stage in my plan.’^ 

I know the final stage. You knew where to 
im... you followed him to the opium den.*’ 
was m Clyde*s voice. *Tt was you who killed him***' ' 

. - > I killed him. I stabbed him to the heart. 

quick silent end if you know the knack... and have a 
strong wrist.. .my wrists, are like steel. It was a perfect 
stroke. In the confusion that followed I got awav 
®kip then lying in the harbou^r 
mt^ut^yone knowing that I had been ashore that 

cabin, saying that I was 
not feeling well and did not wish to be disturbed. It 
was the perfect murder.” 

‘^Not quite.. .youjeft the knife behind.’’ 

rtocc ^5^^* But I could not be found with it in nnyr 
I dici’^^^^* 1 did not hope to get away as easily as 

to Es(^nde come to use a knife that belongeci 

in Reggie’s. I picked it up one day 

‘That knife was a very important clue.” 

thin^rW fk ^ restless movement. “There was one 
Escande cK ^preseen. The knife was traced to 

Bscande learnt From that 
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“You mean.. -.the truth about the murder?” 

“Yes. He confronted me with it, the rat. 1 saw 
5 , 1 , at his name was... blackmail. 1 pretended to agree to 
[jis demands. ..arranged that a large sum of money 
should be paid to him regularly to ensure his silence, 
[cssel chuckled again. “I silenced him all right- 
rhat same day I saw him set out for his usual walk 
,vich Reggie. From the library I saw them cross the 
brrace. 'They appeared to be arguing angrily. Suddenly 
Reggie turned anti went off by himself in an opposite 
iireciitm. Then I had an inspiration. I seemed to hear 
I voice which .said qtiiie clearly and distinctly. “Follow 
iscaritie.” 1 ran iitto the small room that Reggie uses 
us a sort of workshop. ..took up a knife that was on the 
5 cnch and put it into my pocket. Then I went out. 
L overtook the Frenchman... said there was something 
[niportant I wanted to say to him.-We entered the 
ipinney where, later, his body was found. It was even 
nore simple than the affair in Rio. Escande was taken 
wmpletely by surprise and offered no resistance. 

Listening to Jessel’s calm, almost detached descrip- 
ion of a cold-blooded murder, Clyde realised how 
lender were his own chances of escape trom this des- 
lerate man. 


“This time I took away the knife. I hid it it 
Icggie’s room,” went on Jessel. But the weapon > 
lisco^'cred, as 1 saw when, later, 1 _ 

liding place. I realised that suspicion had fallen 
leggie, and knew that the time for his 
ipe. Following the questioning by the police, 
leing found in his room, his disappearanc , 

leepcn the suspicion against him. It would be assumed 
hat he had committed suicide. There w^ld follow a 
videspread search for his body. The facet , 

lever be discovered would ^velop into a “st class 
nystery—but gradually the affair would 

t’s really all quite simple, you see, if otie J „ 
head and thinks out tL natural sequence of events. 
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Clyde shr^k back against the wall shuddering, 
he thought of Reggie’s terribleiate. He heard a voic* 
strangely unlike his own demanding : ® 

“What... what happened to Reggie ?” 


Ah, with Reggie I was more subtle in my methods 
Un the night of his disappearance, when everyone hari 
retired I told Reggie to come to my study as I haci 
something very important to discuss with him* 
was in a very difficult mood, excited and in a state cJ 
distress about the death of Escande. I pretended to 
scmthe him, and asked him to have a drink. Th#i 
whisky was heavily doped and took action almost ar 
once. And now the most difficult part of my task 
hem carry Reggie^s unconscious form doy^n ; 

‘^Down here 2*^ 


What better hiding place ? But it was not too 
easy getting him down*. *the narrow steps, the windin® 
passages, but at last ^ 

^ Where is he V* demanded Clyde a sickening pre-* 
monition sweeping over him.,.. 

Not far from the place you were so closelv 
when I came in and surprised you. But 
tiTri ^hing you don’t know about the secret 

purpose— well. ..very useful for iww, 

“God, this is horrible,’^ Clyde burst out. 

consJprikf ^ you to be so squeamish...you took 

the ^ your investigations about 

If what T h expected you to be tougher, 

see tW to you, you Lst 

world is very necessary. I consider the 

from it thro action, since I have removeti 

than goofl ^ people, likely to do more harm 

to blame.’^ ^ yourself 



motive for murder 


193 


“In.. .my case?” For a moment Clyde felt that the 
situation was too fantastic to be real...this was some 
grotesque nightmare from which he must surely soon 
waken. “You can have no grudge against me. What 
have I done to thwart your schemes ” 

“You were a little too curious my friend.. .too 
emphatic in your belief that Reggie could not have 
murdered Escande. I saw the line you were taking, 
and that it might have dangerous consequences for 
myself. When I saw you, last evening, studying the 
ancient ground plan of Greystukes Priory, 1 decided 
that you knew too much. That is why you are going 
to be silenced.*' 

“You • mean you’re going to shoot me without 
giving me a chance ” 

“You’re mistaken. I have no intention of shooting 
you. That would be a quick, easy death...one you don’t 
deserve. You have taken advantage of my friendship, 
the confidence I had in you by spying on me. 1 regard 
you as a traitor.-and the best punishment for a traitor 
is to give him ample time to dwell upon the consequen- 
ces of his treachery. 1 am going to lock you in here...n^ 
chance of escape-look at that massive door...you mig 

beat on it in vain...shout yourself hoarse...you will n 

be heard...ah, wait a moment. I know what you a 
going to say. That you will be missed, enquiries w 
be set on foot—but 1 have made provision for ths 
I shall give it out thstt you told me last you ns 

some important business in London and wanted v 
get up as quickly as possible in the morning. I smli 
say that you decided to get the seven o clock tms 
from Forditigbrooko which would take you to the 
station, and that you did not wish the servants to serve 
you a meal before departing as you would have 
breakfast on the train* Luckily, being an^ American 
you haven^t the British mania for the early rnorning 
GUP of tea in your room- otherwise that might have 
been awkward. You depart, therefore, taking your 
suitcase, and I have ostensibly, run you to Fording- 
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th?°astric?anl“J^h evacuees came to 

miles from there, it is busy at the bus Top fven so 

S^de abTtvou enquiries will be 

have maTiT • yourself that you 

nave made no friends in London, only a few castial 

^ -"““i Th, 

the most 1ibXT ° youVegone. He is 

tne most likely to question your absence and to 

become of you. He will not find 

J» ”.L°“ '5?' I am” s^n,lS; 

tor your strange disappearance.” 

thint harshly. “You 

aSc? “^.‘^‘fPosing of me the last scrap of evidence 

T in tC becau fyou 

** I do not/’ 

lr,4„ snid that you saw a stranger near the 

lodge on the day of the murder of Escande 

“That is quite true. I didn’t invent that.” 

was Attached woman who 

Dofi^s thot ^^warm Kipley whom you killed. 

* ‘.“W' sa"«' 

made a brusmV™^ nonsense to gain time. “He 
his opportuMty’ruswT^°‘^j^^T’ he saw 

otherTarBTwitT^**'^^ 

sprang back aT quicker than he. He 

studded door had closed^K*^ massive iron 

in the lock aydeSe^TrtT* 

it, beating on it^^th bf/fi 

aloud in his impotent rsS’ cursing 

““potent, rage- Then suddenly he became 
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, Ac had said, such demonstrations were 

calm. J*"' ‘ likclv to hear him.. .unless they 

came down here Purcell was absorbed in his 

hope lay in , ‘'1 fest briikely to accept 

investigations ; he “"h ' aj^s’ence. It had sounded 

Jessel’s explanation ah . round. How long would 
plausible \ dungeon without food or 

he be able to hnH out m tn lantern torch 

water I Fhanlc ^ behind. Its strong beams 

with its powerful batteiy, walls, and on the 

.hom, «n w ho^»F,uniel. In te 

half nptnnJ Hoot '^‘ | ci„de found Us gare wande^ 
direction horror that lay beyond it, 

fearfully. He ® ^ back shuddering. For some 

the sinister '^®i!'/“J,®Ji’'oSrcame him. With a stupen- 
moments morbid terror, and seizing the torch, 

io„ofeH..«nn.l. 
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CHAPTER XXVII 

Soames briskly as iTLe* 
door to him and, stepping across tl» 
enquired. 

“May I see Mr. Jessel ?” 

_ Soames hesitated for a moment. ** f 
]ustnow, sir. He was up so very early trHi* 
e took Mr. MoncriefF to catch the seven * 
ording^ooke.” The detective looJ* 
Mr. Moncrieffhas left?” 

iinj had some important business in 
understand, sir.” 

“When is he coming back ?” 

I don t know, sir. He took his suitcase 

? “oment lost in thonii^ 
evelopment he had not foreseen* 
leave any message for me ?” «reseen 

Perhaps Mr. Jessel can tell you that.** 

^ 1 “ later. And, by 

callinff*^^^ giving his name as MatteON 
the library.”^ ^ ^0“ to show 

The Soames raised his browi 

they ownS rh^^'^^S'^^^®! Behavea 
butler’s stifiEne<i« unobser vsi *11 

strode out iain ^ brief f 1 

He heard his^uame^r^CErrou^^ * 

'm 
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For a moment Purcell was silent. Then, puttie™ 
his hand on her shoulder he looked keenly into 
face. 

“So it’s Clyde, eh?” 

She shook off his hand half petulantly. “What cJci 
you mean?” 

“You can guess what 1 mean. I knew, when yoi| 
turned me down that there was someone else.. ..But 
Moncrieff thought that, too.” 

She flushed. “He has been discussing me ?” 

“There’s no need to be vexed about that. I should 
think the chap never lived who, having met yt)u, could 
help discussing you, Sally. I don’t think you’ve atiy 
reason for believing that Clyde was indifferent when he 
went off without saying good-bye. 1 le's on some trail 
of his own, I reckon.” Purcell chuckled. “He’s a keen 
amateur detective, you know.. .though he’s a lot tc 3 
learn.” 

“So have professionals sometimes. Are you any 
nearer solving this mystery ?” 

“That’s a leading question, Fm not compelled tc 
answer it, Sally.” 

She looked at him searchingly. “I believe you know 
something— very important.” 

“Perhaps Ido.” 

“t)o tell me...I can keep a secret.” 

,, "Tbat’s what every woman says. Honestly, ! 
believe you are the rare type who could keep a secret 
^ j t’*® same question In, say, a couple of hours 
and I promise to give you a franK answer.” 

“Now you’re acting the inscrutable sleuth...” 

He laughed. “Not acting. That’s what I am.” 
glanced at his wat^ “X’ve got an appointment, so 1 
must push off.” The laughter died out of his eyes 
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She saw his t.k*cp concentrated expression and knew 
that his mind was wholly on his investigations. 

It was nearly eleven o’clock when Jessel descended 
the main staircase. His manner was calm and urbane. 
Beyond a slightly fev<>rislT glitter in his eyes, there was 
nothing about him that hinted at the ordeal of the pre- 
nous night. He smiled gently on Soames who 
approached him as he crossed the hall. 

“There’s a gentleman waiting to see you, sir,” 
said Soames with some slight constraint in his manner. 
"He’s in the library.” 

“And his name ?” 


“It’s a Mr. Mattcos, sir.” 

“Matteos Z” That glitter in his eyes became more 
marked, his fingers twitched. For the second time 
within the last few hours he was to hear t^^t 
What waB it the Aitierican had said.*.. The bother ot 
Cara Matteos* the woman who was attached to Howarth 
Ripley whom you killed*"^^ So he hadn t been putting 
up^i bluff to gain time ! This person existed. He strode 
quickly to the library. 

Matteos was standing by the ^ 

staring across the garden. He^ 

Ignoring any form of greeting he remarked with scarce 
veiled insolence. . . -n j 

*T came with a message for Monsieur Escande. 
but it seems 1 was too late.” 

Jessel regarded him^ coldly. “What is your reasoi 
for wishing to see me 1” 

M«»o. hUd out » 

you to read a copy of the letter wrineu lu 
was murdered.” , . 

“I have no desire to read a letter that is not m en- 
ded for me.” . , - 

“No ? But perhaps, all the same, it may be o g 

interest to you...yes, very great interest. 
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Jessel took the paper extended to him. He read itJ 
in suence. But when he raised his head, the pallor ofl 
his face was startling. ‘‘W^what has this to do with 
me he stammered. 

^‘That is what I desire to know... perhaps you car 
tell me the identity of J.2x. J...that is the initial of youi 
own name.. .that is quite a pretty puzzle, is it not?*’ 

**Get out of here, you swine. I know nothing of 
mis affair. But I can see your game...the same as the 
Frenchman’s., .blackmail.** 

*‘That is an ugly word, Mr. Jessel. If we had wit- 
nesses it might prove awkward for you, making such’ 
libellous statements. No, I do not come to blackmail 
you.*’ 

‘^No ? What about this phrase in the letter, ‘Voici 
le moment de vous en profiter’...that means nothing, 1 
suppose ? 

‘‘You forget that I did not write the letter. ..nor wat 
it addressed to you. Odd that the idea of blackmai 
should leap to your mind, Mr. Jessel. Only guilty people 
are blackmailed.** 

“Guilty, do you say ?** 

“Yes. Pardon me, but you do not look like an in 
nocent man...you look like one who has an ugly secre 
to conceal...’^ , 

“Stop this game of cat playing with mouse. I cai 
see you know everything. And I thought it so safe., 
that I had left no traces,., and now you come to threate: 
me...you hound. Yes, you know I killed Howartl 
F‘lpl®y***but I know how to silence you... it won*t b 
with money...’* his hand went to his jacket pocket 
Matteos dodged instinctively as he fired. At the sam 
moment Purcell stepped from behind the tall leathe 
screen near the fireplace, and deftly jerked Jessel* 
elbow upward. The revolver fell to the fioor. 
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buve a warrant 

, ^.i,.„.,,ca Purcell made a sigtr to the 

•' ’T''" II, a'; "vl,o Lul r>-en mitins t.e»t the 
“ r' ■" a nit 'I'hey came into the library. 

•nch \vin^ i fu'c now expressionless. 

j,ssel looked atthcm, his face now expr 

e turned to the dctcano jj_ ^as a clever 

ncottwratidatc you, Uv. from me by 

roke on vtnn' pari to ^ decoy/’ tie 

iiplovin'j this man V^.^ne, his voice gentle and 

olvodsliydulv.b'^^—nrno^^ ^ am beaten, 

ourtcous as usual- small favour to ask. 1 am 

shall go ntuoily. ^‘'^"soames, having heard the 
ionvinced that my .moment listening at the doo . 
shot itjst trow, is at the ^ don’t want him to 

Wll OU fetch him m herj* ’f 'tve left. You must 
ipread this story about until 

nsist on his silence. ^ reasonable enough 

Purcell nodded. , and gave him 

:cques!;. ^e that his ruse had succeede . 

m order. Jesse - _ arded moment, he swooped 

Making use of that uno ground. He 

on the revolver W _ ^ out. 

put it to his temp • _ ^ purcellhad sprung forward, 

Seeing bis int®f“°“cond too late. Owen Jessel, 
but this time ^®_^e^illustrious family, lay iu a crump e 
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that clever cunning which distinguished al 
A i, r might have brought about the 
aeathot Clyde, without suspicion falling on himself. 
What he had not suspected — when he locked the massive 
door and left Clyde in the dungeon with its grim secret 
tunnel was that Pur cdl knew of Clyde’s search on that 
night.. .and also possessed a rough subterranean plan 
or Greystukes Priory. Thus, the detective, instituted 
an immediate search and Clyde was discovered physh 
caily little the worse for his adventure ; but his nervous 
system had received a severe shock. In after life he 
never recalled, without a shudder, those hours of 
narneiess horror in the dungeon. He had forced himself 
to mvestigate the secret tunnel and had found the well 
to which Jessel had referred, and where he had flung 

e ody of the unhappy Reggie, which was later 
recovered. 


But if this ordeal had left its mark on Clyde, it 
would appear that Mrs. Brackenbury, judging by her 
betiaviour, was even more severely affected by the tragic 
events, h^he became so violently hysterical that a doctor 
was hastily called to give her a sedative. He advised 
bally that her employer must have a complete rest. 

t j echoed Mrs. Brackenbury when Sally 

^ until I 

death house of murder and sudden 

h?m T j monster...of how I trusted 

Ss friendly! He made a 

tn fiTrS>^.t. k* he invited me here... It was only 

how devnterl\ more witnesses to show 
To think anxr ^ to be to Reggie... he fooled me. i 

i o tnmk any man dare to fool me !” 
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Mrs- Brackenbury, beginning to show further signs 
f Sallv Strove to calm her. To a casual 

IservS it might appear that Mrs. Brackenbury was 
,tfichin" too much importance to her own dignity , but 
Sv’s shrewd mind guessed the actual reason for such 
1 violent display of anger. Mrs. Brackenbury had built 
nn hones of marrying Owen Jessel and reigning at Grey- 
suikcf Priory. With the disappearance of Reggie a still 
prospect Had presented Itself li^ 
de id-"-— very very sad, or course, ana rerriaiy 
Seic-his uncle would become heir to the baronetcy. 

Ani-1 nil the time she was dwelling on the idea of 
S of a baronet, Jessel had never at any 

time had any intention of marrying her- “ ^ 

thouaht that galled her and induced the outbursts or 
SysSl, rather than the tragedy that hung oyer the 

house* • 

S'lltv in a flurry of departure, and packing, felt 

immekSy relieved that she was golnB to escape from 

atmosphere of Grey, ndtes Pnory, 

to ask Soames about the trams to 
London for ‘the following when s^® 

Purcell coming out of Jessel’s study. He hurried up to 

her. 

“Wherehave you been, Sally ?” he asked. I haven t 
caught^ven a glimpse of you for the last two days. 

wi arkVerarntoe to “ possible, I have 

had SO much packing to do. 

vnn're Eoing back to tot^? The American is 
also r?mrnmg...l reckon he d«snk like the atmosphere 
of this place any more than you do. 

Sally looked up, her eyes kindling. “He has quite 

recovered?” , r 

“Seems all right now. But I think the job of 
amateur detective doesn’t appeal to him any more. 
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“ But for you, he might have died. I think you’re 
^ unravelled the mystery, and 

round Clyde before it was too late.. .the way, too you 
tracked down the real murderer, and always pretendino 
going on another line. You’re a marvellous 


Purcell grinned. “So you think I’m marvellous, 
i can only hope my chief at the Yard thinks the same, 
i suppose I ought to tell you that Clyde had a hand in 
1^ too. Oddly enough, it was a chance remark of his 
that set my mind thinking in the right direction in 
this case.” 


“What Was that ?” 

He ’''’■^stalking about Jessel’s obsession regarding 
his ramily. He remarked : believe he wouldn’t stop 

at murder to save the honour of the family’. He was 
right about that, wasn’t he?” 

Sally shivered. “It’s all so horrible. If only you 
^uld nave found out in time to save poor Reggie.” 
Tears filled her eyes. 

He laid his hand on her shoulder. “Don’t let this 
prey on your mind, Sally. It might have a serious 
eitect on a sensitive type like yourself.” 

It isnT only that it preys on mind. It’s Owen 
Jessel s strange mania that absorbs me. I should like 
to see that history of his family which he has been 
writing all these years. ” 

That doesn’t interest me.. .its more Moncrieff’s 
hne...hea browsing over it now in Jessel’s study. 
Getting copy’ perhaps. If I’m not mistaken he’s turned 
journdist again.” He glanced at his watch. “ I must 
get ^ otr^.l m going up to London. By the way, when 
you re back in town, if you feel like ringing me up, my 
phone number- — - 

Is Whitehall 1212,” she interposed, smiling. 

Smart girl. I was thinking of my private number.” 
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.‘1 ,vnu‘n>b<-r that. too. Of course I’ll ring you up.” 
■‘That's grot. CuHttl-bye, then for the present.” 

After he had goite, she stood ti't » moments 

,vitb it ihou;ilui«»l expressioit on her lace. 1 hen, as u 
"Siing n> t. snddetv impulse, she turned and went m 
the direction ol jesseTs study. 

Clvde w..sstudvinfiau old leather hound hook with 
thejessel ctnu t.l' antis emhossetl on the cover. He 
spriin^; to his feet as Sally entered- 

“What hick. I’ve been dodging round trying all 
day to see you.” 

“You ought to have been resting.” * es 

notedhis drawn expression, the j ” 

and mouth. “You’ve been through a dteadiul time. 

“Hm you nut into such terrible 
urdcal when vou were stowaway on 
must have left its mark on you. 

“You cull it^terribleexperience! It was the^^^^^^ 

thing that ever happened to me. It '-^F^^^ht V ” 

mv life. Sully...’' He took her hand and d e her 

towards him. “Dear heart, won’t you stay in my Utetor 

“It looks as if I’ll have to. ^^trliug,” 

"You seem to have such a 

truiihle, Clyde. You need me to look after you . 
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